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“SHALL WE GO FOR A SHORT ROW?” VINCENT ASKED, AND HIS VOICE TREMBLED. 


ETHELIND’S STEPMOTHER 


[A NOVELETTE.] 





CHAPTER I. 


Tr was late on a foggy November afternoon. 
Everything looked dreary and miserable through 
the pea-soup atmosphere. Pedestrians were 
harrying homeward as fast as they could, ana- 
thematiztog the fog, which penetrated thro 
thelr outer garments, making them shiver with 
ite damp and made its way through 
shetr lungs, causiog many an attack of bronchitis 
eo 

street lamps could not be seen a 
short distance off, and it was a service of danger 
attempting to cross the roads without the assist- 
ance of & link-boy ; indeed, these latter gentry 
Were the only people found to give a word 








to the fog, and plied a briek trade In the more 
frequented thoroughfares. ~ 

London does not look its best on such & day, 
even the grand squares and streets presenting a 
mournful sppesrance ; but the shabby, dingy 
back streets, which are not exhilarating to look 
at even in the brilliant sunshine of a Jane morn- 
ing, were more depressing than ordinary 
seen through the medium of the thick yellow 


b, 

a was ly the case with a emall 
row of houses leading ont of one of the thorough- 
fares where fifth-rate lodgings are let. 

In one of the smallest and dingiest of these 
houses, in a tiny parlour, poorly and scantily 
furnished, @ woman sat crouching over the 
apology for a fire, trying to get a letle warmth 
into her chilled frame, She atlll bore the re- | 
mains of beauty on her face, but sorrow and 
illness had whitened her hair, sharpened her 
features, and left heavy traces on her once smooth 
bro 


wv. ? 
Tere was no superfiaous furniture in the 











— — the e % mre for -y Aag-niieoig 
strip of hem rugget In front o 

between the tare of which the wretched fire 
feebly eplutbered. 

There wae a folding-door; and through thie, 
which was partially open, an loner room could be 
seen containing a bed covered with a coarse.coloured 
quilt, a common-palnted wash-hand stand, and 
one cane chair, while a large wooden box had to do 
double duty as a wardrobe and dressing-table 
combined. 

The woman, who was slitting over the fire, 


| every now aud then raised her head, and looked 


anxiously towards the door, evidently expecting 
some one, 

‘*T wonder what makes her so late to-day!” 
she sald, querulously. “She knows how lonely I 
am, and nobody makes my beef-tea as well as 
she does. I wish she would come home sooner, 
she might think a little more of my comfort than 
she does,” 

She sat there complaining to herself and 
shivering for some time longer, but never at- 
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tempted to get her beef-tea, which had been 
ready prepared for her, and only required warm- 
ing in the little enamelled saucepan which was 
placed bealde the basin containing It. 

Nelther did she dream of setting ont the tea- 
things or preparing anything for the evening 
meal, She was too much engrossed wiih the 
contemplation of her own woes and the hard- 
ships she had to endure to spare a thoughts for 
anyone elee’s comfort, even though that someone 
naight be working hard all day trying to keep the 
wolf from the door, and had a long dreary 
trudge home through the fog and mist, and 
might have been cheered by the sizht of a cosy 
meal ready, if only of plain material, and a 
pleasant faca to welcome her after hor day’s 
work. Bat the woman only thought of herself, 
and felt extra fll-ased by her daughter’s unusual 
lateness, 

At length, however, the door opened, and a 
girl entered. She might, nay, she would have 
been pretty under altered conditions, bud there 


‘ was @ weary, dispirited look upon her thin 
aod to 


face that robbed Is of its youth, ld of 
worry, trouble, and Snsufliclent food. She 
came over to the other woman and fondly kissed 


her, 

“Tem I am late, mother, dear!” she 
sald; “but Mrs, Brown aeked me to trim a cap 
for her after the children’s lesaons were finished, 
and of course I could not refuse, and then the 
fog was so thick that I lost my way, and thought 
I should never reach home to-night; but hers I 
aco, safe you see, after all!” 

“<6 was very unfeeling and selfish of Mrs, 
Brown to detaia you,’ her mother sald, com- 
plalaingly, “She knows what an invalid I am, 
It is bad enough a to do without you all 
day ; she ought not to keep you longer than the 
time she pays you for, To think that my 
daughter should have t> gain her bread by 
teaching a grocer’s children! It is dreadful, 
audit might be eo different if you would only be 
reasonabie |” she added, beginning to weep. 

“There, there, mother, dear,” her daughter 
sald hastily, as though she wished to pet away 
from a disagreeable subject, ‘'do' mot cry. Mrs, 
Brown ta not at alla bad woman! See whatshe 
hae given me for trimming her cap ; we shall have 
quite a feast to-night!” end she displayed: a 
box of sardices, a pot of strawberry jam, and 
three new-laid eggs. ‘‘These egge she has sent 
specially for you. Now I wilises about getting 
your tes, 

She passed {nto the bedroom, removed her coat 
and hat, and then began to prepare the evening 
meal, Under hor skilful manfpulation the fire 
was soon burning brightly, the kettle singtog 
merrily on the hob, and the cups and saucers 
neztiy placed on the clean, though coarse table- 
cloth, 

She opened the pot of jam, made some criep 
toast, and boiled one of the new-lald eggs ; she 
then placed a chair with cushions fn it at that 
side of the table neareat the fire. 

“* There, mother!” sheexclaimed. “ Though 
you have had to wait for it, ft ls a better tea 
than you have had for a long time!” 

She carefully assisted her mother to her place 
at the table, and lovingly attended to all her 
wante before she seated herself for the rest and 
refreshment she eo much needed, 

Uader the influence of the warmth and the 
nuexpected -daintles Mra, Warren became more 
cheerful. She watched her dacghter moving 
ebout with languid foterest, For the first 
time she noticed how thin and pale Adelaide 
locked, 

* You area good child,” she said, with unwonted 
geutieneas in her tones, “ but how I wish you 
could make up your mind to accept Mr. Brutor. 
He would give you a eplendid establishment, It 
would be far better for you than alavirg ab the 
dradgery of teaching those unruly children for a 
very emall salary.” 

“ Mother |” 

Bat Mra. Warren was not to be estopped uow 
she had got on to her pst grievance. 

“ Only fancy, you might have your town houee, 
your mansion In the country, your box at the 
opera, diamonds fit for a princess, horses and 
carriages, Ob ! and to think that you persist in 





slaving at the drudgery of teaching.” Words 
failed to explain Mre. Warren's wonderment 
at such perversity and wart of knowlng what was 
due to herself, 

**T prefer the ‘drudgery,’ as you call {, 
mother,” Adelaide answered, quistly, ‘‘ to marry- 
ing aman I could rot love. i can imagine no 
more awful fate for a woman than that of being 
an unloving wife,” 

“ But still,’ her mother went on, harping on 
the same string, “{t would be so nics if you had 
a fine house, horses and carriages, and plenty of 
money |” 

"Granted, mother,” Adelaide said, wearily. 
"It would be pleasant to be rich if—if there was 
not such a price te be paid for it as becoming Mr, 
Bruton’s wife,” 

Mrs, Warren conld nob understand her 
daughter’s objection to marrying a man old 
enough to bs her father, and stout aud bald 
into the bargain, when agatast these, trifling 
disadvanteges his wealth was thrown Into the 


scale, 

She forgot now that her own had been a love- 
mateh, and could only regret the position she 
had lost, 

Ib was the old story ; her busband had been a 
very rich man, but 9 bank had broken and swept 
away the whole of his property. He had sunk 
under the b!ow, leaving a widow and one daughter 
totally uaprovided for. 

The widow had brooded and repined over her 
lesses tii] she became s hypochondriacal invalid. 

The daughter, on the contrary, though a young 
girl, pat her shoulder to the wheel and her pride 
in ber pocket. She looked out at once for some 
employment, and did not refuse the situation of 
governess in a rich grocer’s family, although it 
sorely hurt her mother’s pride to think that her 
darling, whom she would have liked to see queen- 
ing it in soclety, was reduced to earning to such 
a fashion the money which kept them both from 
starvation, 

“What is the matter with Mr. Brenton!” Mre. 
Warren pursued, in spite of her daughter's 
evident distaste of the subject. “Jam sure he 
fg a very agreeable man. 1 cannot see why you 
should object tohim. Many girls would jump at 
tho chances there is offered to you.” ’ 

‘Then I am nob like other girle, I suppose, for 
I certainly could not jamp at {t.” » 

“You are fncorrigible, I am afraid,” with a 
lugubrions sigh, as she remembered all the'good 
things Adelaide's obstinacy was depriving her of, 
“You are not in love with anyone else?” she 
added, with sudden suspicion, thinking ehs 
might have a clue to her daughter's strange 
behaviour. 

“No, I'm not {2 love with anyone ele,” 
Adelaide said, Jushing slfghtly under her mother’s 
keen gsz3. 

She spoke truly. She was not-ia love, but like 
most other young girle, she had ber dsy-dreams, 
aud her ideal hero presented a very different 
appearance from the man her mother was so 
auxfous she should marry. 

‘Then I caunot understand your conduct,” 

Oh! mother, I am afraid wo shall never 
agree upon this sabject. With regard to Mr. 
Bruton, in the first place he {fs more than double 
my age. In the second he has a daughter nearly 
ag old as myself, and I do nob think she would 
care to have a stepmother.” 

“Oh! she would soom get married with the 
fortune her father will give her ; she need 
not be an obstacle long,” Mre. Warren eaid, 
eagerly. 

She had somewhat of s selfish object In per- 
suading her daughter into this marriage, for she 
mis¢ed terribly all the luxuries to which she had 
been accustomed, and which Adelaide, strive and 
deny herself as she might, was unable now to 
procare for her, 

* Mother, I conid not marry that man!” the 
girl eaid, coming over and kneeling beside her 
chair. ‘We are happy here together, are we 
not, dear?” rather wietfally, “I shall make 
more money fn time, and then you shall have 
everything you require: but please do not ask 
Ss marry avy more!” vines 

ou are a good daughter, Adelaide,” Mre. 
Warren eaid, <form geatty, stroking the glossy 


~ 
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halr os she spoke; “but ib ecems a pity that 
your youth should be so cheerlese, when if you 
had your rights you ought to be a leader of 
soclety. Oh! if things hed only turned out 
differently, and you were still the rich heirose, 
Miss Warren———” 

“Would you then wish Mr. Bruton for your 
son-in-law?” Adelaide could not help asking her 
mother, 

“Certainly not, my child!” Mrs. Warren 
answered, promptly. ‘Under those circan- 
stancer, with your beauty you might have aspired 
to be a countess.” 

“I would rather have happiness than rank, 
mother.” 

“Yea; but you might have both, Adelaide, 
No, certainly had your proepects been the same 
as before your poor father died I would not 
counsel you to marry Mr. Bruton ; but now it 
seema the only way of escape from drudgery and 
@ sordid life,” 

** Still, mother, I would rather work aa I do 
than be unhappy as arich man's wife. I do not 
fear poverty for myself ; it is only for you. I 
should like to be able to make some more 

, 80 that you might have the comforts 
you have been accustomed to, But led ue 
be hopeful, it is no use meeting troubles 
half-way,” ts 

“Well, Adelaide, as Ieee you are determined 
against marrying Mr. ton we will say no- 
more upon the subject;’’ but Mrs. Warren 
could not suppress a heavy sigh ab the thought 
that sll her castle-bullding must come to the 
ground, 

For some time after this Adelaide had peace 
upon the subject of her unwelcome euitor, her 
mother not even mentioning his name to her. 

The time passed drearily enough for Adelaide. 
Au she had to teach the grocer’s chuckle- 
headed cbildren, who, although they were 
not badly dispositioned, were hopelessly stupid, 
and taxed the whole of her powers and patience 
sorely. 

Bp the time the lessons were over she was 
tired out. in body and miod, and very often had 
an aching head as well. Yet she strove always 
to have a cheerful face to greet her mother with, 
mode light of her own troubles and 
worrles, Ustened to all Mra, Warren’s feeble 
complaints with the most unfailing good 
hamour, and tried to cheer her up by picturing 
all the things they would do when she should be 
better off, ; 

But she -ftenfelt weary of It sll, and longed 
for some change x 

If they could only go into the country for 5 
short time-what a relief {ts would be; but that- 
was out of the question, Not only eould she 
not afford the expense, but also her Invalid 
mother could not travel In that severe weather 
in the only way that they could go—namely, 
third-clase, 

There would be pisk for an Invalid—and euch 
Mrs, Warren had nndonbtedly become—travelling: 
in a warmed saloon carriage, with hot-water 
bottles, plenty of soft wraps and al! the luxuries 
wealth can command, How much more, then, 
was there In a third class, open through the whole 
compartment, and where some curmudgeon 
would doubtless be found who would want the 
whole of the windows opened In rpite of the 
severity of the weather. 

In spite of the bold front she bore to her 
mother, Adelaide often thought what a bitter 
thing poverty war, In that micerable cold 
weather she had to get up about six o'clock, wash 
In cold water, and dress by the ald of a candle, 
for she had to lay the fire,eweep ont and dust 
the tiny sfttiog-room, and prepare her mother’s 
supply of beef-tea for the day; give her her 
breakfast fn bed, get her own scanty meal, and 
yot"be at her employer's, who lived some dis- 
tance off, punctually at nine; and as even the 
bumble “bus” or “tram” were beyond her 
slender means, she had to walk there and back, 
no matter what the weather might be, It was 
no wonder at times that her cheerful spirit gave 
way, and she felt desponding. ; 

Was all her life to be spent fm this unceneing 
ronnd of grinding work and poverty f 
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Were no youthful pleasures to come to brighten 
her sombre existence ? 

She was only twenty. It wae a hard life for 
one so young to lead, and one, too, who had been 
reared In luxury. 

She euffared, there was no denying 1 to hereelf, 
though she strove to appear happy and contented 
before her mother, 

Her present existence was so very different 

from that in which her childhood and early girl- 
hood had been passed, The thought would 
intrade, anbidden perhaps, but still ib would 
come, ‘ 
If she accepted Mr. Bruton all this would be 
changed, She could ve in even greater luxury 
then in her father’s lifetime, and above all she 
could place her slling mother once more fn a 
position of comfort, 

It wae a temptation, but still she could not 
mske up her mind to eay “yes!” to her elderly, 
anromantic-lookivg lover, 

Christmas was drawing near ! 

Christmas, that is such & pleasant time for the 
well-to-do, euch a mockery to the poor, with the 
shops dieplaylug their wealth of Christmas cheer 
which they cannot purchase. 

It is the thme for hampers and presents belog 
sent between friends and relations ; and though 
many benevolent persons open their hearts and 
thelr puree-strings to relieve thelr poorer breth- 
ren, there are many of the latter, alas! to whom 
the festive season brings nothing of the gladness 
and rejoicing which are supposed to be ite fit 
accompanimente. 

Adeiaide remembered how very different Christ- 
mas was in her childhood. Then she wae one of 
the most favoured recipfents of {ts bounty, the 
most expensive toys and bon-bens being lavished 
wpon her with vuosparing stint, Now, when it 
would have been such a boon to her and her 
mothor to receive & present, everyone ecemed to 
have forgotten them, 

Not one of the friends who had co often en- 
joyed Mr. Warren’s hospitality remembered or 
songht out his widow and danghter in the days 
of thelr adversity. No fat turkey or brace of 
pheasants reached their humble abode, though 
numerous had been the such-like gifts distribated 
no eae generosity In the days of thelr pientl- 
tude 


Dall, indeed, were the holidays to Adelalde, 
though she had not to work so hard, but could 
devote her whole time to her mother, Bat at 
length Christmas and the New Year were over, 
and she was pre m to resume her duties of 
instruction to her dull pupils, when a letter from 
Mrs, Brown {nformesd her that some of the 
children had caught the scarlet fever, and as of 
course {t would be some months before they 
could resume their atadies, she thought Miss 
Warren had better look out for eome other post. 

Tole was a terrible blow for Adelaide, as 
although the salary was not high, yet it enabled 
her to keep her mother and herself from star- 
vation, 

Ber heart eank at the prospect before her, for 
in these days of Girton College students and 
certificated governesees, she kuew how difficult 
it wae to geta place. Though ehe had received 
&u expensive education, she had been taught at 
home, and therefore could not produce testi- 
monfals when requested to do so, 

The grocer’s wife had not been particular, She 
‘was a good-natured woman, who had received 
little or no education herself, and she did not 
trouble herself about her governess not being 
certificated, espsclally.as Adelaide ever refased 
to trim a bonnet or make a cap for her—Mre. 
Brown’s fiogera being more ekilfal at weigh'!ng 
oub pounds of tea, sugar and currants, than 
twisting bowa of ribbon and pleces of lace into 
becoming head-gear, 

Adelaide tried to hide from her mother how 
desponding she felt, but as day atter day passed, 
and her weary tramps from place to place were 
productive of nothing save disappointment, even 
Mrs, Warren riobiced how white and worrled she 
bad grown, and chs was obliged to admit how 
—— failed, in answer to her mother’s ques- 

Lone, 

The latter did not epenly complain, tudeed 
she could not, seclug how hard her daughter 





tried to get some employment, and how she 
denied herself even necessaries, so that she 
mighd still have ker few little comiorta ; but she 
brooded In silence ovsr this last misfortune tl 
she made herself really and alarmilogly ill. 

Adelaide was at her wite’ ead what to do, She 
owed her landlady a month’s rent, and had | 
scarcely any money left, How wasshe to pay 4 
doctor's fees? She tried to nurse her mother 
without the aid of a physician ; bub Mrs. Warren 
grew 80 seriously ill that one morning, fu spite of 
knowing that she had nothing wherewlth to pay 
him, she was so siarmied by her mother’s state 
that she sent the landlady for a doctor. 

Waen he came and had examined hie patient 
be told Adeleide that she must have the strongest 
nourlehment, port wine, beef tea, jelly, &c., and 
also very careful nurslog if ehe was to recover 
even the eemblance of health. 

“Indeed, Miss Warren,” he aaid, looking at 
the girl’s white face and sunken cheeks, “you 
are scarcely fit yourself to undertake euch 
arducus duties. Your mother should have a 
trained hospital nurse,” 

Poor Adelaide clasped her hauds in despair, but 
did not repiy. 

He might as well have told her to get the 
Koh-{-Noor, or some other equally {mponalble 
thing. 

“I kaow a very good nurse, Sball I send her 
to you to-day?” he asked, as he was golng 
away. 

** Not—to—day, doctor," faltered Adelaide, io 
reply. She knew how expensive sick nurses 
were, sud how much they required to oat, and 
she had not the money to buy the bearest neces- 
alties of life, let alone the things her mother 
needed eo badly. ‘'I—I am used to nurelng, aud 
she—she likes to have me rather than a 
stranger.” 

“Well, well, my dear young lady, as you 
please,” returned the elderly doctor. Hse had a 
shrewd suspicion as to the true state of the case, 
“Oaly {€ you do not take care of yourself I 
shall have you on my hands as well, and 
then——” 

He did not finish the sentence, for the dull 
misery In the girl’s eyes touched him, 

Long after he was gone Adelaide sat facing the 
difficuities which seamed to hem her in on every 
alde, She was torn with confiicting emotions, 

She had but to say “yes” to Mr, Bruton, 
and all that wealth could do to alleviate her 
mother’s sufferipgs would be in her power to 
bestow. Had she any right to withhold this 
from Mra. Warren? Was ebe not selfish in thus 
putting her own feelings before her mother’s 
welfare { 

Bab then to sacrifice herself in her youth ! 
To give up all her day-dreams of a young and 
handsome jover! To be tled for life to an 
elderly, uninteresting man, She felt it would 
be a sacrifice, 

She shrank from doing ft, . 

Od, if only help would come to them from 
some other source ; but how seldom {¢ comes in 
a case like this, where ib would be so preciou: ? 

Life seemed very bard to the wretched girl in 
thove dark days, 

Would she not: be s murderess {f she allowed 
her mother to die for want ef the help it was io 
her power to give? 

So ahe wrestled aud prayed, but the longed-for 
help did not come. 

She heultated, and for a few days held out, 
hoping that her mother might mend; but Mrs, 
Warren got worse, and actually seemed dying 
before her eyes. 

Then, and then only, when her mother was 
dying by lucher, aad she had nota farthing In 
the house to psy the landlady, or to purchase 
the nutriment so [mperatively needed, Adelaide 
took a desperate resolve—she would sacrifice her- 
self to save her beloved parent's life, 


CHAPTER IL, 


In the breakfast-room of a house {a Elvaston- 
place, Mr. Bruton and hie daughter Ethelind were 





taking their morning meal, 
The table was covered with glittering silver 


and costly china, and was laden with delicacies In 
and out of eeason, In spite of its being mid- 
winter, rare flowere filled vases and bowls ix 
lavish profuefoy, aod ferns and exotlea were 


: placed in every avaliable nock and corner, 


Behind the massive allver urn was seated a 
girl whoee delicate, child-like prettiness appeared 
somewey out of harmopvy ¥ith the rich robe she 
wore, and which seemed mors euitable for a 
middle-aged dowager than for a girl whore years 
numbered scarcely elghteen, 

Bat Ethelind had been motheriess from early 
childhood ; and Mr, Bruton who loved her dearly, 
aaw no incongruity in her splendid attire, and 
allowed her to please herself In dress aa fa every- 
thing else, 

“You promised you would ride with me to-day, 
papa,” she eald, ae, having finished his breakfaet, 
Mr, Bruton turned his attentlon to the large pile 
of correspendeuce beside his piate. 

Eshel never would allow him to open his letters 
before breakfast, as she said “'they sometimes 
worrled him and took away bis appetite,” and 
always let bis coffee get cold before he taated it. 

** Rather cold, is ip not, my cear?’’ he eald, In 
reply. 

OL! papa you said you would,” ia a dis- 
appointed tone. ‘I have had to ride alone so 
often lately, and it Is so.atupid.” 

“Bat Tom goes with you, my dear? Surely 
you do not go alone?” 

" Of course he does, you stupld old dear, Bub 
you know whatI mean. He rides behind, and 
even if he rode alongside, I could not keep up a 
convereation with a groom |” 

“T suppose not, Ethel.” 

*€ You wil! come to-day” 

Well, I must, Pusey, {€ you inalat.” 

* Yee, I inaist, Who are all your correspon- 
dente, papaf You seem to have an extra supply 
of letters this morning!” continued his daughter, 
who, having no letters of her own (o open, wae 
watching her father as he opened hls, 

*' Oh { the ueual,”’ Mr. Bruton replied ; “ moatly 
circulars, a few bills, the prospectus of the hun- 
dred and ninety-ninth new company, asking me 
to be a director, a hundred and ninety-elght of 
which are sure to bs wound up In a few months 
or 80,” 

* See what It Is to bs a rich man |” 

* Yea, riches have thelr pains and penalties, as 
well as thelr advantages, These, my dear, will 
interest you more thara they do me,” throwlng 
over to Etheliud the circulars of zeome forthcoming 
great sales at unheard.of reductions from the 
Universal Provider and other firms, “ You will 
bs able to provide yonrself with gorgeous ralment 
at a very cheap rate,” 

** 7 do not want any mors clothes, papa—at all 
events, ab present,” laughed Echel merrily. 

Well, my dear, I am very glad to hear It,” 
returned her father, going on with his oceups- 
tion of cpening letters, “I shall not bave-——— 
ah!” 

‘What Is it, papa?” sald Ethel barriedly, as 
that exclamation broke from her father s Mpe. 
* You have no bad newe I hope!” 

"No Echel, not exectly.”’ 

" Who is your letter from |” 

“From—from a friend whom I have not 
heard of for some Uttle time, aud who is in 
trouble.” 

** Poor fellow !” 

“ This friend,” said Mr. Bruton, feellng rather 
gallty as be saw his daughter’s total uncon- 
sciousness ag to the sex of the writer. ‘' Thfs 
friend is tn great trouble, and wants me at 
ounce,” 

*' To-day #” 

" Yes, dear.” 

© And our ride #” 

“Must be put off once more, Passy. You 
would not have me neglect a friend In need 2?” 

*'Cerbainly not, papa; only I wish he had 
not written till to-morrow.” 

Thad letter which caueed all Mr. Bruton’s 
pulses te tingle as thopgh be were a young man 
In the full fueh of youth was written by Adelaide 
Warren. 

Little did he dream of what ib cost her to 
write that short appeal. 

Under the terrible preasure of her mother’s 
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serious Illness and her utter pennilessness she 
had at length written to him. She began several 
letters, but tore them up, not being able to make 
up her mind to send them. 

Finally she wrots,— 

“Tam in dreadfal. trouble, You once seid 
you would always be my friend. Come to me 
now ff you can.” She added her humble address, 
fastened up the letter, and took it hurriedly to 
the post, for she feared if she lIngered her 
resolution would fail her. Once the letter 
was io the post she felt that her fate was 
sealed, 

Mr. Bruton lost no time in replying to that 
sppeal. When he eaw the dlogy, cheap lodgings 
thet sheltered the Warrens, he understood 
that they mus) have fallen upon evil times, 
indeed ; sunk mach lower in poverty from the 
_ when be had earnestly pleaded for Adelaide's 
hand, 

He was struck, too, by the change in the latter’s 
appearance, Could that heavy-syed, haggard- 
looting woman be the bright-faced girl whose 
{mage he had treasared in his mind {fn epite of 
her rejection of him. 

Bat concealing bis feelfngs of wonder, he 
advauced towards her with both hands out- 
stretched. 

‘My dear Mies Warren, how good of you 
to send for me? [I need hardly say what 
pleasure {it will be to me If I can assist you in 
any way. I came immediately on recefpt of your 
note.” 

“You—you are very kind,” faltered Adelaide, 
a flash rising to her pale cheeks, as she felt the 
warm clasp of the elderly gentleman's hand, and 
understood that his admiration of her was in no 
wise abated, 

“The kindness is on your side, Mise 
Woarrev. I feel honoured by your sending for 
me, How is Mrs. Warten? Well, I hope. Ib 
is eo long s{uce I have had the pleasure of seeing 
you!” 

“My mother is fll—in fact very ill. Mr. 
Bruton,” with a sudden sob In her voice, '* I must 
be frank with you. I fear she {s dying and I have 
no money to get her the absolate necessaries of 
life” 

“€ My dear young lady, why, oh! why, did you 
not app'y to me before}”’ he exclaimed, horrified. 
“ Here am I rolliag in wealth, and you and your 
mother on the verge of starvation, Io fs horrible 
to think of,” 

A sob was Adelaide's only anewer, 

‘ Miss Warren,” he continued, gravely, " did 
you think, because you had refused to marry me, 
vbat would prevent my still being your friend ? 
My child, do not let the remembrance of my folly 
trouble you. Let me stand to you in your dead 
father’s place, and tell me how I can help you. 
Shali it bea loan? I have my pocket-book here, 
or will you both come as honoured guests to my 
house? Esbei will weleome you, and you need 
never fear that I will recall the past. Let that 
be forgotten, as though {t had never been,” 

Adelaide was weepivg freely now. Never had 
the bald-headed, elderly gentleman shown to 
such advantage in her eyes as now, when he dis- 
claimed all pretensions to her hand. 

“You are very good!’ she faltered. 

“Believe me, Miss Warren, nothing will give 
me greater pleasure than falfilling your wishes in 
aoy way that I can,” he sald, earnestly. 

* You are very good, but,’ and Adelaide hesi- 
tated, blashing painfally as she repeated the 
words, ‘* but—— ° 

“Bat what, my child ?” 

" We cannot accept charity at your hands,” 

“It would not be charity, only a loan which 
you could pay me back at your leisure.” 

‘Ab, noi” shaking her head, mournfully, "I 
should never be able to pay the money back. 
---I could not take 11,” 

“Bat, my dear young lady, what am I to 
de if you will not accepb anything at my 
hacds?” 

“Mr, Bruton,” she said, then paused; but 
fiscally went on, hurriedly, ‘a woman cannot 
accept favours from s man unless—unless——” 

‘* Miss Warren,” he loterrupted, eagerly, but 
ehe put out her hand to stop him. 

“Let me fintkh whatI was gofng to say, A 





woman cannot accept favours from a man save 
her father or brother, unless he {s, or going to 
be, her husband.” 

“ Miss Warren!” 

“Hear me still, You—you offerad some time 
ago that ff I would marry you, my motber should 
always live with us, and be your care as much as 
mine.” 

“J did,” 

© You also said you would not mind my having 
no love to zive you.” 

§* Qaite true.” 

“ Are you still of the same mind }” 

"Miss Warren, what does this mean?” 

“Tb meane, Mr. Bruton, that—that if you do 
not mind, I will retract my decision.” 

* Adelaide,” and the elderly gentleman’s voice 
trembled with the bare thought of the joy that 
might be at last coming to him, “ will you really 

m ” 


marry 

“Vé you still wish it, I will.” 

“Do I still wish you for my wife? Ob, Ade- 
lafde! It would be the greatest happiness that 
could be bestowed upon me!” 

“Then I will be your wife!” 

“My darling! my own!” Then the rapture 
died out of his face. ‘‘ Bat, Adelaide, I cannot 
accept your sacrifice, You sre young, I am old, 
Let me help you as 4 friend—a true friend |” 

“It cannot be,” she said, sadly, “ Only as 
your affianced wife can I take sssistanoe from 
you. And—and I—we—have not a friend in the 
world, She will die.” 

"No, no; that must not be. Adelaide, look 
me fn the face,” 

Slowly she raised her tear-laden eyes to his. 

“ Now, tell me. Do you love anyone else?” 

“No, I bave never been In love,” 

And the clear, truthfal eyes never filckered or 
wavered as he gazed steadily into them. 

* Remember, Adelaide, I should feel only too 
honoured if you will allow,me to assisé your 
mother without this sacrifice on your part, Will 
you uot take time to think over {t 1?” 

“'T have thought over {t,” exclaimed Adelaide, 
half wildly, “thought over {t till my head has 
ached, and I am wearled out. There ieno other 


way.” : 
‘*T will marry you, my darling, thankfully, 
proudly. It shall be my care tomake your path 


through lifehappy. Your mother, our mother, 
must be our first consideration.” 

‘You area good man, Mr. Bruton!” Adelaide 
said, slowly. ‘TI will try to repay you kindness, 
I will be a faithfal, obedient wife to you, a loving 
oné I cannot promise to be.”’ 

**S> be ft,” he returned, gently, stooping to 
kiss her brow, “If {t is In my power you shall 
never regret your declafon to-day!” 

So fp was settled ; for weal or woe Adelaide 
was pledged to become Mr. Braton’s wife, 

The latter lost no time in supplying the invalid 
with every delicacy and medical advice thab her 
state reqafred, and as soon as she wae able to be 
moved he took handsome apartments for her and 
her daughter, Adelaide preferring not to go to 
Elvaston-place until ehe went there as its 
tolstress, . 

His betrothed he loaded with presenta, 

He supplied ber with magnificent jewels, 
costly lace and splendid toilets—averything 
in fact, that could possibly appertain to the 
position of the bride-elect of a very rich man. 

Adelaide received all these presents with a 
sense of humiliation, It seemed to her, perhaps, 
too sensitive mfnd, that they were the price for 
which she had sold herself to a loveless 


—-. 

For her loved mother’s sake she was willing 
te accept the luxuries and dainties for which she 
was literally pining away ; but ehe shtank from 
the costly jewels, &c., that he had showered upon 
herself, 

However, Mr. Bruton had seemed so hurt when 
she had tried to refuse some of the magnificent 
presents when he first brought them that 
she gave up the attempt, not liking to wound 
him or spoil the evident pleasure it afforded 
him to lavish some of his wealth upon his 
provaised bride. 

When Ethelind first heard of her father's 
intentlon to take to himself a second wife she 


had pouted and looked glum, She did not wanv 
a stepmother; they were alweys horrid and 
interfering. They had been ao happy together. 
Why had he taken It into hie dear stupid old 
noddle to alter all thelr comfortable arrange- 
ments, and introduce a she-dragon into their 
blissfal abode ? &c., &c, 

Mr. Bruton sald very little to his wilful 
daughter’s tirade beyond that he was sure 
Adelaide would not prove a '‘she-dragon,” and 
the best thing Ethel could do would be to put 
on her hat and come with him to pay a visit to 
this dreaded pros ve stepmother. 

At firat she demurred, “she was not going 
to make any advances ;” then seeing her father's 
pained look her mood suddenly changed, and she 
threw her arms round his neck, and declared she 
would go with him at once ; she had not meant 
to be so unkind and rude. 

Her prejudice against Adelaide very soon died 
away after s short acquaintance, 

Her intended stepmother’s beautiful face and 
sad eyes appealed to her impressionable nature ab 
once, 

Miss Warren had not the appearance of 2 
haughty, jabilant bride elect, who would ride 
rough-shod over all the members of her fature 
household, and relegate her, Evhelind, to an in- 
significant place ia it. 

Therefore, Mr. Bruton had soon the pleasure 
of seeing his daughter strike up a firm friendship 
with his intended wife, 

He was too wiee to remind her of the speeches 
she had made when she first heard of his pro- 


jected marriege. He was only too giad that she 
should take {t so wel!, Thus the wedding-day 
drew near. 


Adelaide regarded ib with mixed feeling, She 
was thankfal for the amelloration in her mother’s 
condition, and gratefal to Mr. Bruton for his 
unfalling kindness to her, and for his devotion 
to herself ; but yet she half dreaded its advent. 

It was the giving up of her girlish hopes and 
aspirations. 

She would be tiled for life to a man old enovgh 
to beher father. She might be happy. 

He was honourable, and ander his unromant!c 
exterior she had discovered there existed chival- 
rous feelings which many a young, handsome man 
lacked. 

He was good, gentle, kind. She acknowledged 
all this, bat-———~”’ 

There is generally a ‘* but.” 

Adelaide was young and romantic. 

Up to the present she had never loved, but if 
in the future the love that is sald to come to 
every human being once in their lives should come 
to her, that would mean-—-shipwreck. 

She never contemplated loving the bald,elderly 
gentleman into whose keeping she was about to 
confide her whole future life, 

Her dreams had always been of someove 
younger, handsomer, a hero likely to take # 
young girl's fancy ; aud now she must give up 
such dreams. Once Mrs. Bruton her thoughts 
rmoust never etray from her elderly husband. 

Mr. Bruton was eo prond of the beautifal 
young bride he was about to wed that he would 
have liked a grand wedding. 

So would Ethelind, to whom a ceremony shorz 
of ite white eatia and orange-blossoms, lts bevy 
of fair bridesmatds and diminutive psges, seemed 
scarcely a wedding at all, 

Bab Adelalds pleaded her mother’s dellcate 
state ag an excase for no show or large gathering 
of friends and acquaintances ; and, yleldirg to 
her earnest requeet, Mr. Bruton consented that 
the ceremony should be very quiet, and that she 
should be married In her travelling dress, He 
| arranged that Mre, Warren should remain wit 
his daughter during thefr honeymoon, He thought 
that Adelaide would feel more content when ebe 
knew her mother was not left alone, 

One cold, bright morning In early spring, 
Adelaide Warren and George Bruton were made 
man and wife, Mre. Warren was not well enough 
to be at the ceremony, Mr. Bruton’s daughter 
and two or three of hie relatives being the only 


gueste, 

Adelaide looked very pale, but gave the 
reeponses steadily. After ft was over, and the 
names signed fn the vestry, they drove back to 
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Elvaston-plecs to take leave of Mrs, Warten, who | 
had been Ltustalled in a comfortable suite of rooms 
there by her son-in-law, who had also engaged a 
trained hospital nurse to attend her during her 
daughter’s absence on her bridal tour, before 
atarting for Italy, where Adelalde had expressed 
a wish to pass the honeymoon, 


CHAPTER III. 


More than two yeare passed away, 

In the drawlng-room of Mr, Braton's house fn 
Eivaston-place his wife and daughter were eeated, 

Adelaide’s face had lost its haggard look, 
though a elightly melancholy expression was over 
her features, which had gained in beauty from 
being no longer thio, and pinched with hunger, 
went, aud analety. 

She was plainly but elegantly dressed In alight 
mourning, and was reading, but every now and 
then looked up to answer some remark of her 
companion’s, whe was ranning her fiogers over 
the keys of a grand piano in rather a desultory 
manuer, 

Ethelind was dressed {n a soft white costume, 
a Lord Raglan ross nestling its dark red velvety 
petals close up against her white throat. She 
iocked for more girlish, and her dress was more 
appropriate to her years than before her step- 
mother’s advent, 

Tae roomin which they were bore evidence of 
great wealth, but it also showed refinement. The 
walls were pa'nted with exquisite taste by an 
Italian artht who had been specially com: 
m'‘seloned by Mr. Bruton for the purpose. The 
csilings also were paioted so that the cupide 
appeared to be flying down from the clouds out 
of which they had jast emerged. 

A» one aide of the room ran a conservatory 
filled with exquisite plants and flowers, amid 
which s fountain threw ‘Ite ellvery jets Into the 
sir, to fall back Into a marble basin tn which 
some gold and silver fish disported themeelver. 

Piaced about the room were some beautifal 
statuettes, the work of famous scalptore. Almost 
priceless Sévres china filled cabineta and brackets. 
Books, muele, and such costly trifles as women 
love were ecattered about in profusfon. 

It’ was a very different place of abcde from 
the dingy lodgings that Adelaide had inhabited 
with her mother only three short years before. 
Sometimes Mr. Bruton’s wife thought that 
period of existence must only be a hideous drean ; 
she could not pozsibly be the woman who had 
been driven nearly mad for the want of the 
bare necessaries of life, 

Mrs, Warren had only lived six monthe after 
her daughter’s marriage, but it was a great con- 
solation to Adelaide to know that by her sacrifice 
those last montha of her mother’s exletence had 
been epent in luxury, 
- Mr, Bruton was passfonately fond of bie young 

wife. She had not a wish ungratified, and he 
was constantly surprisiog her with some new 
proof of hia love, 

Adelaide was very grateful to him, but she 
often took herself to task because no warmer 
feeling for him had entered her heart, She was 
safe from every care, She wae calmly, negatively 
happy. Her mother’s death had been her sole 
sorrow siecs her marriage, and yet she knew that 
George Bruton’s goodnesr, his fntense love for 
her, deserved some better return than it was in 
her power to make him. 

“Oh! Adelaide, I do so hope you will like 
him!” Evhelind exclaimed, stopping for the 
twentieth time in her music, She had grown 
very fond of her stepmother. Having no sfster 
Adelaide supplied the place of one, and was very 
klod and indulgent to her. 

“I daresay I shall like him if he {s all that 
yon Mrs, Breton replied, with an amused 
sme, 

She had heard a great deal lately about this 
cousfa of Ethelind’s who had been ab-oad, and 
had only just returned. . 

‘ an shall eee him tomight, and then I can 
1a ge.” 





“He ts so handsome, Adelaide, not Ike the 
ordinary run of young men!” 


‘You taks great Interest In this cousin, | very good friends for my sake!” exclaimed 


Ethel 1” 

Echelind blushed rosy red. 

“You see we were so much together before 
he went abroad, we were almost like brother and 
slater,” she explatned, 

‘I eee,” smiled her stepmother, 
Anuette finished your dress }” 

"* Yes. and it looks beautiful? The dresses 
you choose for me are very much prettler than 
thoee I used to get for myself, and yet they do 
not cost half eo much.” 

“You bought materials which, thorgh beauti- 
ful In themselver, were much too old for you, 
Evhel. Young girls look best in simple cos- 
tumes.” 

‘* Yes, thie is elaply lovely.” 

“TY am.gisd you like !t, dear, Let ua hope 
that Vincent will approve of your appearance to- 
night.” , . 

" What are you going to wear, Adelaide? You 
always drezs so platniy. I wish you would pat 
on a handsome drees just for once.” 

" T have baen In mourning as you know, dear, 
However, to please you, I will dress grandly to- 
night.” 

“Tame glad, Adelaide, Vincent says that 
all stepmothers are horrible-looking, as well ag 
being dreadful creatures, I want to show him 


** Has 


that mine ts very different,” 


“ Mr, Morgan is very complimentary to step- 
mothera In general. I don’s suppose be will 
make any difference for me in particalar,” said 
Adelaide, laughing, 

" Ab! but he has never seen you !’’ returned 
her stepdaughter, affectionately. ‘' He will be 
certain to like you. People cannot help it. Do 
you know, Adelaide, I trled my best to distike 
yout” 

“And because you did not succeed you think 
that your cousin muat also eucenmb to my farcl- 
nations ?” 

"Yee. I know he will not be able to help him- 
eelf. He will like you ss much—as much ae I 
do!” belvg at a loss for a simile. 

Many a true word ta spoken in jeat, Little 
did Ecbelind dream, as she spoke thue, of the 
fierce, consuming love which Adeiaide was 
doomed to fuspire ia the breast of the man she 
herself loved with all the fervonr of her innocent 
heart. 

It ia well that the fature is 4 sealed book to 
mortals. 

The Brutone were golng to a large ball that 
night, to which Vincent Morgan had promised to 
come should he arrive from his travels in time to 
be present 

Mr. Braton felt very proud of hie wife and 
daughter that night when they appeared at the 
ball; and well he might, for they were the best- 
looking, as well as the best-dressed women in the 
room-—Adelatde, In accordance with her promise 
to her stepdaughter, being magnificently attired, 
and wearing some of the costly gems wh{ch 
her husband’s love had #0 javishly bestowed upon 
her. 

They caused quite » sensation, and were soon 
surrounded by eager claimants for their hands tn 
the forthcoming dances. 

Mr. Bruton did not dance. His dancing days 
were over. He stood fn the doorway watching 
the slight form of his wife gliding gracefully 
round the room, 

When the evening was about half over, 
Adelaide, who was sitting in the conservatory, 
resting after a dance, saw her stepdaughter 
approaching on the arm of a very handsome 
man, whose brovzed face showed that he had 
lately been under the influeuce of & warmer 
sun than England can boast, and whose 
upright, military bearing showed that he was an 
officer, 

© Mamma,” Echelind said, with a mischievous 
smile, “ will you allow me to introduce my conain 
Vincent to you? He is very anxfous to make } 
your acquaintance.” 

"TI shall be very pleased to welcome Mr. | 
Morgan as a friend,” Adelaide replied, bowing to 
him. 


“Now, mamma, you can. There is Charley 
Carver coming for his dance, I will leave you 


| she took eo much Interest in Vincent, 





two to become friends. Mind, you must become 


Echelind, gafly, and she tripped away on the 
young man’s arm back to the ball-room, leaving 
Vincent and Adelaide togather. 

“Thave heard-s great deal abou’ you, Mrs. 
Bruton, from’ my little cousin Ethe anid 
Vincent, who, betng an exceedingly handsome 
man, was accustomed to be made much of by the 
ladies, and was inclined to believe himrelf frre- 
aletible where the fair sex wae concerned, * She 
was always writing abont you. Bat the reality 
far surpasses my expectations !” 

"Then I must be something 
indeed,” replied Adelaide, coolly. 

“Mrs. Bruton!” 

“Are not all stepmothers very objectionable 
personages ?” 

“Ah! Isee. Echel must have been 
you au account of my opinions. pat, 
Bruton, be merciful. Remember that was before 
I met you; they have undergene » change 
aince |” 

* Reslly? Your opinions mast change very 
rapidly. You have ecarcely known me ten 
minutes!” 

“But thoce ten minutes have been avflictent 
to show me how wrong I was, I trust that you 
will forgive me, and allow me to be your friend. 
It will please Ethel; she has set her heart upon 
our belng friends,” 

* Daar little Ethel | 
in epite of my being her stepmother. 
her sake we muet be friends |” 

"Now that is eettled satfefactorily, will you 
give me a danca, Mre, Bruton?” 

'€ Certainly |”’ Adelaide replied, and they were 
soon threading thelr way among the throng of 
dancers, 

More than one person remarked that night 
what a handsome coupie they made; he, stal 
wart, bronzed, the perfection of manly beauty 
and strength ; she, with a delicate loveliness that 
her eplendid drezs only served to enhance. 

Vincent Morgan seemed a more spprepriate 
mate for Adelaide Bruton’s youth and beauty 
than the little, bald gentleman who stood In the 
doorway, and watched bis young wile with such 
evident love and admiration in hie glances. 

Atter this Vincent wae a pretty constant 
visitor ab his uncle-In-law’s house In Elvaston- 
place. He would ride with the ladies in the 
morving in Rotren Row, go with them to garden 
parties or concerts in the afternoon ; and con- 
atituted himeelf thelr attendant cavalier to 
theatres and balls in the eveving. 

Mr. Bruton was very well pleased with this 
arrangement; for, apart from the fact that 
Vincent was an eligible husband for his Caughter, 
he was not sorry that he himeelf could stay 
quietly at home, was ho eo inclined, without feel- 
ing that by eo doing he was preventing his 
young wife and daughter from enjoying the 
galeties which it was #0 natural at their years they 
ehould take pleasure in, 

Ethelind was thoroughly happy. She dearly 
liked gafety of all sorte; and, besides, che was 
very mach in love with her cousip. 

Adelaide sleo enjoyed herself, In spite of the 
sorrows she had encountered she wae very 
young, and youth cannot be always mourning. 
Since her mother's death she had not felt so 
light-hearted and happy as now. She took more 
Interest ia her own appearance, leaving «ft her 
sombre gowns and dressing fn soft, ight colours 
that set off her delicate beauty to the utmost 
advantage. 

Almost unconsclovely she found herself Icok- 
ing forward to Vincent's dally visits as eagerly as 
Echelind herself, He was evch an agreeable 
companion ; he knew s¢ much about society and 
ita dolnge, the best days to go to Sandown or 
Harliogham, the prettiest spote on the river for 
a plenie, and, altogether, mace himeelf almost 
indispensable to them, 

Adelalde fancied it was for Ethel’s eake that 
She was 
yell aware of the young efrl’s affection for her 
handsome cousin ; indeed, Ethel was too artless 
to think of concealing It, and her stepmother 
would not dream of williugly breaking the vows 
that bound her to her elderly husband, 

Sul), all the same, there was a dangerous 
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ebarm for her in Vincent’s companionship. He 
treated Ethelind aa though she were a child to 
be alternately petted and teaced, but the young 
girl was too much In love with him to resent 
this mode of treatment, Her hero could do no 
wrong in her eyes, 

His manner to Adelaide waz very different, In 
eome indefinable way he made her understand 
that he looked upon her as very much superior 
to her stepdaughter In Intellectual culture, and 
that she was mach better fitted to be a clever 
man’s companion. 

He deferred to her ia every way, and wae so 
guarded in all that he did that she uoconsclovsly 
drifted along with her eyes bilnded, not knowing 
bow perllously near she was floating to the shoals 
and quicksands of love—an unhballowed love, 
which conld cnly end fn Infamy and disgrace, 

Vincent Morgan was not a good man, neither 
was he @ bad one, From early manhood he had 
found his conquests over the weaker sex easy 
ones, and he tried bis power over hia uncle’s wife 
without any ulterfor motive at first than that of 
gratifying his vanity and Insatiable love of con- 
queat, 

He intended to marry Ethelind when {t snited 
his purpose. Bat playing with edged tools is 
dangerous work; simost before he knew ft 
Vincent had falien madly In love with Mr. 
Bruton’s young wife. 

All sense of honour—of manliness even—was 
thrown to the winds in the mad paétsion thet 
coasumed him. 

Adelaide must be bis! 

Waat recked he that In gratifying thie foaane 
love he would ruin an innocent woman, wreck a 
happy home, heap dishonour on the head of the 
man who had been uniformly bind to him from 
his youth up, for hie dead wife's sake, whose 
nephew he was, break the heart of the girl who 
loved him so truly, and Jay waste the whole of hiz 
own prespects {a life? What recked het 

Nothing. He never thought of this. 

He let the current of his mad love carry him 
where ft would, without regard to consequences, 
even though {t should lead him and all Involved 
te utter destruction, 

Yet though his love seethed and bolled like a 
lava flood within him, and all his pulees tingled at 
the touch of her soft hand or the sweep of her 
perfumed halr, when by chance, perhaps, In the 
dance his moustaches were brought into close 
eoutact with it, outwardly he so contrived to 
command himself that no one was consclons of 
what was golog on, least of al! Adelaide herself, 
who would have been horrified could she have seen 
on the brink of what a terrible precipice she was 
sbending. 

Shs had uo thought of disloyalty to her hus- 
band, though her cheek Hushed and her eyes 
grew brighter at Vincent’s approach, She did 
nos understand why ib was that life seemed so 
much fairer these last few months ; she did not 
connect it with the young man’s advent, bat was 
content to know that her Ifnes had fallen ia auch 
pleasant placae, 

She never suspected Vincent’s motive, though 
he would call at times when he knew Mr, Braton 
and Eshelind would be ont, and so far he 
hs — from startling her out of her false 
regard, 

Bat her eyes were to be opened In a terrible 
manner, and she was to see that awful atyss 
to which she was allowing herself to be hurried 
along, 

Ose day they sottled to have a water-party, 
“‘hsy would ple-nic on one of the Islands of the 
river, 

As usual Vincent arranged everything. 

Tuey were @ large party, Three boats were 
required to carry them all, 

After a delighiful row the whole party landed 
on the faland that had been selected on which to 
ple nic, There wae plenty of fun among the young 
people durlog the anpacking of the hampers 
what had been brought with them, and after 
the good things they contalaed had been dls- 
cussed, and the champagne had somewhat un- 
loosened tongues, there was a good deal of laughter 
and merriment, 

“‘Mre, Bruton,” said Vincent's volce softly In 
hor ear, “Would you not Nke to come for 


oo 





a stroll? The young people are rather noisy 
here |” 

‘* Yee, I will come!” replied Adelaide, ‘I am 
not wanted here at present.” 

They strolled down to the water's edge, and 
stood gazing at It as it washed the pebbles at their 
feeb, or, rather, Adelaide watched It dreamily, 
while Vincent’s eyes wers eagerly drinking in 
the besuty of his companion’s face as the sun- 
Ught, that is so merciless to an old or faded 
complexion, flooded her features and revealed the 
satin texture of her sk'n, the soft colouring of 
cheek and Ip, and the burnished gloss of her 
hair. 

Locking at her as she stood there {In her un- 
conscious lovlinesr, a mad desire came over 
Vinceat to have her for his own, He would risk 
everything to have her to himself if only for one 
ebort half-hour, 

Why should hfe elderly uncle poseess such a 
peerless woman ez this? Was it likely at his age 
he conld appreciate her charms ? 

No, & thousand times, no! She was thrown 
away, lost as the wife of that man. Why had 
hs not met her before she was marriel? But 
now——— 

* Shall we go for a short row?’ he asked, and, 
in epite of himself, his voice trembled, though fa 
her absorption she never noticed it, 

**T do not know whether I can leave our 
gacsts,”’ Adelaide sald, doubtfally. 

"Oh! yes, you can,” he cried, esgerly ; *' Ib 
fs only a chors way. You will not be missed. 
There is a very pretty spot that I should like to 
show you!” 

Still Adelalde hesitated, Perhaps Vincant’s 
manner revealed something to her, or she 
thought it would not leok well {f she acd her 
husband's nephew were to go alone in a boat. 
At all events ehe said, “ Ethel would lIfke to 
come too, I am sure. If you fetch her I will 

0.” 
, Vincent muttered the reverde of a blesaluog. 
He did uotatall want his cousia’s presence jaat 
then, 

“If you will seat yourself in the boat!” he 
sald, ''I will bring Ethel,” 

Adelaide did as she was requested, and Vincent 
turned away ostensibly for the purpose of fetch- 
ing lls cousin. 

In a very short time he returned alone, 

“ Where fs Ethelind! Why did you not bring 
her?” asked Adelaide. 

“Ethel is too well employed with young 
Carver to care to come for a row,” returned 
Vincent, springing Ip, and shoving off the boat 
before his companion could remonstrate. 

Adelaide felt slightly vexed, she could scarcely 
tell why, but thoze half-formed suspicions which 
had suddenly sprung Into birth at what ehc saw 
in Vincent's eyes alarmed her, and {ff she could 
she would have stepped out of the boat, But ft 
was too late for that now, for, with a few vigorous 
strokes Vincent sant the boat ont Into mid- 
stream, 

It was @ lovely day, aud the baimy sweep of 
the alr and the sof: ripple of the water as the 
oars dipped with rhythmic motion, the drops 
glistening like dlamonds Jo the suulight as they 
fell from the shining blades, soon soothed Ade- 
laide Into her former falee security, 

After all there was zomething delfghtfal in 
being rocked gently on ths surface of the water 
away from the din and chatter of heediess girls 
and youths, with a handsome, agreeable man for 
sole companion. 

Adelaide yielded to the subtle charm that was 
stealing over ber senses, She had no wish to 
break that sweet silence, eloquent, thongh she 


| knew id not, with unspoken love, 


So on they floated, each wrapped in their own 
thonghts, heediess how time passed, or whither 
they were drifting. 

‘' How pleaeant [t is here on the-water!” re- 
marked Adelalde, at lost, wondering somewhat at 
her companion’s continued silence, 

‘Yes, I could float on for ever,” was his 
avswer then, 

‘* Where Is the spot you are going to show me? 
Ia it far from here ?” 

" Nob very,” he replied, absently. 

‘I hope not, for I think we ought to be re- 





turning; we have been away some time now. 
eA will rales us,” Adelaide said, 
0. . 


"What were you saying t” 

“T say, let them miss us if they Ifke.” 

‘Mr, Morgan —Vincent—-what can 
mean?” 

‘** T have not brought you here bo show you any 
place on the rlvar, and you know !t.” 

** Vincent,” 

“Aye, you know why I have brought you 
here.” 

“* Ave you mad?” 
"Mad ! Lf I am It le you who have made me 


you 


“TI think we had better turn back,’ Adelaide 
sald, making ao effort to speak calmly, though 
her hi ‘as beating so violently that she feld 
suffocating. 

Like a flash it had come across her—-this man 
loved her ; andehe, another man’s wife, under- 
stood now how dear, how necessary Vincent's 
presence was becoming—nay, bad becomes to 


her. 

The shock of the discovery held her speech- 
leas ; the ebame of {t overwhelmed her and kept 
her slient; while Viscent wenb on passfon- 
ately — 

“Turn back? Not yet. Lhave brought you 
here to tell you that I love you, that I cannot 
exist without you.” 

“Stop, stop!” cried Adelalde, piteously. 
“You do not, you cannot mean what ycu 
say 1” 

“Ido, Adelaide; you are the only woman in 
the world for me, My darling, you love me. 
We will go away together to some sunny clime 
and live a life of perfect bilss, ‘ the world for- 
getting, by the world forgot.’ Tae felicity of 
two hearts beating as one shall be ours, There 
is a glorious future of love before us, my 


own 

He had lefe his oars and coming over to her, 
vefore she was aware of what he was golng to 
.o, had clasped her in his arms, while the love- 
words poured out in a burning torrent that ahe 
could not have stemmed even had ebe tried to 
do so, 

For one brief moment the spell! of bls words 
held her entranced, 

To paee her life at the side of one whom she 
loved, what greater blies than that could the 
world hold! Loving and beloved! What magic 
in those eimpie words, What antoid joys did 
they not unfold ! 

For one brief moment she let her fancy stray 
thus, 

Then between her and her tempter came the 
remembrance of the chivalrous gentleman who 
bad made her bis wife, and whose honest, faithful 
heart would break should he learn that the 
woman he loved and trusted had betrayed him. 

How different had his conduct been from that 
of his nephew, who was trying to lead her inte 
sin, 


No, in that one moment she could see the 
moral beauty of her elderly husband, and the 
hideous mental deformity of her handsome com- 
panfon, 

She saw, too, the precipice on which she bad 
been unconeclously standing, and # shuddering 
loathing horror of herself took er of her. 

Could it be true that she unknowiogly 
been learning to love this moral leper, whose 
touch meant pollation to her !—have even, though 
unconselouely, fafled in her duty to the man to 
whom she owsd everything ? 

This thought gave her courage. In that 
moment of danger and temptation her heart 
turned to the husband who had never yet falled 
her in word or deed, She was nearer loving him 
than she had even been before, now that Vin- 
cent’s mad, criminal folly might be the cause of 
her losing his love and protection, 

Wrenching herself free from Morgan’s clasp, 


though In so doing she caused the frail skiff to 
oecillate dengerously, she turned upon him with 
flashing eyes. : 

** You are inaulting ! ™ she cried, with heaviog 
chest, ‘Take the oars ab oncs, and return to our 
party.” 

Vincent was slightly taken aback, He had 
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made so sure of her love, bub he was not going to 
givoup the prizo without a strugg'e. 

“And lose my opportunity. No, no!” he 
said, “ You are in my power, and you shall hear 
what I have to say, You are married to an old 
man you do not—cannot love, I know that you 
married him for money. Such marriages are 
avhallowed.” 

“Stop, Mr. Morgan. I will not hear such 
words from you,” broke in Adelaide, indig- 
nantly. 

** You must; you cannot help yourself. Dare 
you deny that you love me? Havel mot seen 
your cheek flash and pale, the light flash into 
— eyes when I draw near? Can you deny 
this?” 

Adelaide felt this was true, She had ex- 
perienced an unwonted feeling of pleasure in his 
society. But shame thet this should have been 
eo, and loyalty to her absent husband made her 
exciatm, hotly,— { 

“You are unmanly! You Insult me!” 

“TI did not mean to anger you. Adelaide, you 
must know, you mus> have seen my love!” 

“J—I thought Ethelind,” stammered Mr, 
Bruton’s wife, scarcely knowing what she was 
saying. “ You—she—her father.’ 

“Echelind | You thought I was in love with 
her} Is that what you would say? You 
cannot decelve me. You know she was nob the 
attraction that drew me to Eivaston-place! ” 

“ The child loves you.” 

“Bash! What does a child like that know of 
the maeter-paesion} I tell you, Adelaide, I love 
you, and you shall be mine! Do not epeak to 
me of that old man. Is it likely that you, in 
your youth and peerless beauty, could care for 
that old dotard who, In bis selfishness, sacrificed 
you? No,I am your other self. You cannot 
resist your fate. You will be mice because—you 
love me!” and he attempted to press a kiss 
apon her lips. 

Bat Adelaide was thoroughly aroused now by 
hie dastardly conduct. Pashing bim away 
violently she cried, with her voice quivering with 
the scorn she felt,— 

“Love you! Do you think your conduct Is 
caloulated to inspire affection? No! I thought 
you were an honourable gentleman, i own I 
liked your society, but you have taught me to- 
day to see you as you are, and to desplee you 
accordingly, True, you are young, handsome, 
outwardly well-favoured, while the dotard, asyou 
call him, fe elderly, plain, and {noignificant in 
appearance ; but when I contras) your natures, 
when I see you as you are, know, that were I fee, 
free to bestow my hand and heart where I chose, 
my choice would fall—-nob upon you, as in the 
egotism of your heart you deem would be the 
only thing possible—but upon the noble, honest 
man who has given me his name, and surrounded 
me with every care that his affection could devise, 
who has raised me to the highest plnoacle in bis 
esteem, from which you would cast me down to 
drag me through the mire for your own base 
ends, Selfish? Good heavens! where does this 
selfishness lle} Not with him, my noble-hearted 
husband! I thank you, Vincenb Morgan, for one 
thfog. You have opened my eyes to the fact 
that. George Bruton ie in every way your 
superior ; that, in fact, he deserves, and shall 

have—my love!” 

The bitter, scathing words poured In a torrent 
from her lips, overwhelming with confasion the 
man at her side, 

Tae revulsion of her feelings and the bumilia- 
ton she endured at his hands, the ecorn and 
loathing that she felt for herself and for him 
made her hard and bitter, and Vincent 
shrank beneath the lash of her words, silent and 
unable to defend himself from what he knew he 
deserved. 

‘'You—you. do not love me?” he 
at — when the torrent of her td ay 2 
consed, 

“I have told you, I hate and desplse you, 
Now”—controlling herself by a powerfal effort 
—‘'will you turn the boat back? Oar guests 
will miss us,” 

‘Let them. What do I care?” he said, reck- 
lessly, 


not row myself, or I would not be dependent 
on you for even co much, Do not give me 
cause for thinking still worse of you,” Adelaide 
added, beginning tu be alarmed at Vincent's wild 
demeanour, 

* You may Insist as much as you like, but I 
am master of the situation, and J will nod return 
till I choore,” he eaid, doggedly. 

*'Ba reasonable!” Adelaide pleaded, now 
thoroughly alarmed. ‘'' What will be thought 
of our absence? Raturn at once before we are 
missed,” 

“Ah!” he lisughed, widely, ‘They will 
think that we have———"” Before he could finleh 
the sentence thsre was a crash, a shock, aud they 
were both struggling in the water, while some- 
thing ioomed Garkly over them, 


CHAPTER IV. 


Meanwuile the pic-nfc party began to think 
of returning hcmewards. 

When they had all assembied ib was found that 
Vinesnt, Adelaide, and one of the boats were 
maleatog. 

It wae a6 first thought that they had gone for 
a short row, and would soon return; but as time 
went on, and they did not appear, the guests 
began to bs siarmed, and wend {n parties to 
search for them, but without result, and finally 
they were obliged te return, 

Mr, Braton was in a terrible state of mind at 
the absence of his darling. 

He feared some accident had occurred. He 
imagined what was pretty near the truth, that 
allared by the beauty of the day and the rippling 
charm of the water, Vincent had persuaded 
Adelaide to go for a row with him, and something 
must have befallen them, or they would have 


_| returned ere this. 


Mr. Bruton was right fn this theory that an 
accident had happened; bas he wae far from 
imagining the scene thai bad taken place bebween 
Adeiside and Vinesnt before they were both 
prec'pitated Into the water, 

Mr. Bruton harried home In the falnt hope 
that the missing couple might have arrived there 
before hima; bub as nothing hed been heard of 
them in Ejavaston-place, he immediately weut to 
the police-statfon and Invoked the aid of the 
guardians of the peace in organ'zlog a search, 

Vincent and Adelaide had been so much en- 
grossed with the stormy ecenes enacting between 
them, that nefther bad pald any attention to the 
boat, which went on lazily driftiog at its own 
sweet will, 

Tn rounding a bend fn the river, a steam: launch, 
awiftiy cleaving the water, was upon them before 
there was even time to cry out. 

It dazhed right into thelr akif, cutting it fn 
two and throwing the occupants fate the water. 

Adelaide coulda not swim, bub for a short time 
her light clothes buoyed her up and kept ber 
from sinklog aa she had the nerve to remain still, 
knowing that struggles would only cause her to 
go under, 

Viucent sank under the water d/zzy and con- 
fueed, but instinctively etrack ont, and, rislog to 
the surface, swara slowly and laboriously to where 
Adelaide was floating. 

“JT will save you, if posaible. My mad folly 
is the cause of thie,’ he said, faintly, as he grasped 
her with one hand. ‘ Keep quiet, and we shall 
soon be on dry land.” 

He struck out for the shore, but bad gone a 
very short distances when his strokes became 
feebler and feebler, He felt bie strength falling. 
He still struggled and Adelaide could hear ble 
breath coming in heavy gasp:. Then suddenly he 
sank, still clasping her tightly. There was a 
rushing sound In her ears as they went down— 
down. The dark watere closed over her head, and 
then she knew no more. 

When she recovered consciousness she could 
not at firet understand where she was, vor why 
there wae a noise that sounded like the rapplog of 
bammers, 


She opened her eyes slowly and languidly, and 
gazed sround wondsingly, At leogth ft dawned 





“ Bat Iinsist on your taking the oars, I can- 





veasel, She could plainly hear the suish of the 
water up against the sides of the lanuch as they 
passed swiftly throngh it, 

Then ehe suddeniy remembered everything. 
They had been nearly drowned, Yincent, where 
was he? sod she raized herself up on her elbow 
the better to look around, 

“That fs right, young lady,” ssid a gruff, but 
not unkindly volce, “I thought you would scon 
come to. Here, drick thia, [t’ll help to keep 
the cold ont,” and Adelalde felt something hot 
sweed and sbrong, placed to her lips, Odedfently 
she drank some of {, for her teeth were chatter- 
ing, aud her wet clothes were clinging to her 
figure. 

“ Where aca 1?” was her firat question. 

This here’s the steam-launch Gadfly, which 
I'm sorry to aay cut down your boat. We came 
upon you eo quick-like round ths bend in the 
river, we never saw you till you were in the water, 
It was qafte an accident; we could not help ft. 
Bx the master, he’s not aboard ; he wil! os wild 
when he hears it, because he’s so carefal, dnt [t 
wasn’s our fault.” 

“Where ie Vincent ?’’ sald Adelaide, cutting 
short the old man’s rather garrulous explans- 
tion. 

“Tf {t’s the gentleman you mean 
aboard,” he returned very gravely. 

“QOht Heaven, he Is nob drowned{” 
erfed, alarmed a4 the man’s manuer, 

*"No, no miss, don’t you put yourself ont; 
he’s not drowned, but he’s got a nasty cut on the 
head.” 

* Bat how did ft occur 9” 

‘Well, you ace, miss, I suppose the launch 
must have struck him; but here we ara at the 
landirg-piace. We can soon geb a doctor for 
him.” 

Bat this was not an easy matter, and fivally 
Adelaide thought {b wae better to drive to the 
station at once rather than Jose any more time, 

Two of the men from the Iaunch offsred to 
accompany her, an offer she gratefully accepted 
for alone she would not have been able tomanage 
the unconscious man, 

In after years Mre. Bruton never forgot that 
dreadfal journey home, wet through, and shiver- 
ing, with Vincent's ghastly, bloodstained faco 
opposite to her as he was carefally supported by 
one of the men; and had it nov been for the 
care of the old skipper, who inelsted on her 
taking hot spirits and water, ond then enveloped 
her io warm rugs, she would have been in a far 
woree plight, and might have contracted a fatal 
chill, Bat at last it was ended, Elvaston-place 
was reached, and Adelaide was clasped fn her 
husband's arms with a warmth that told her 
how true his love was aa he incoberently thanked 
Heaven for reatoring his treasure unhurt, while 
Vincent’s senseless body wae carried into the 
house by the two men, 


J 


he’a here 


she 


* * 


Oace more Christmas had come round! 

Adelaide and Esbelind were very busy deco- 
rating the rooms and preparing for guests, for a 
large ball was to be held that evening in Mr. 
Braton’s houte, 

There was a happy smile on Ethel’s face, and 
she sang about the room like a veritable fatry, 
Adelaide half elghed ae she watched her. Tho 
young girl was eo good and true, so happy fo her 
undisguised love for her handsome couain, that 
her stepmother could not help regretting that her 
affection bad not been bestowed upon some one 
better able to appreciate ite value than the mac 
who had been so wildly infatuated about her- 
self; but she would nob breathe a word of this 
either to Mr. Bruton or hie daughter, She 
could only hope that everything would turn out 
for the beat, 

It was over four months since the accident to 
the boat. For s!x weeks Vincent's life had 
hovered {n the baiance, for the injury to his 
head bad been very severe, He was carefully 
tended by the woman he loved eo mady and had 
so ernelly insulted, and by the girl who had 
given him the whole of her innocent heart, and 
finally their efforts were rewarded by his con- 
valescence. 

Adelaide had debated in her own mind whether 





upon her that she must be In the cabin of a'she should tell ber husband of his nephew's 
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mad infatuation, but finally she had decided in 
the negative. Mr. Braton was so perfectly 
unconscious that is seemed a plty to Mstu:b his 
serenity, and then there wae another considera- 
tlon—her stepdaughter. The child's ilfs and 
happiness were bound up fu that of the man she 
‘loved ; and were her father apprised of Vincent’s 
conduct he would never give his consent that 
Ethel should marry the man who had dared to 
raise his eyes to herself. So, under all the cir- 
cametances, she thought it would not be wrong 
to keep the knowledge of that brief madness o 
Vincent’s to herself, 7 

Her resentment against him had died away 
when she saw him, as they all thought, approach- 
ing the confines of the silent land ; and fn one 
of bis sensible moments she had assured him of 
her forgiveness, and the fact that ber husband 
should never hear from her of his mad folly. 

One day, when his recovery was somewhat ad- 
vanced, Adelaide, who had been arranging some 
fresh flowers, was going to leave the room when 
he stopped hes by saying,— 

“Mrs. Braton, though you have forgiven me I 
shall oever forgive myself for my shamefal 
conduct.” 

“Say no more abont [b,’’ Adelaide returned, 
kindly, ‘‘Letit fade from your memory as it 
will from mine,” 

“Ab! you are generous. Though you may 
not think I’m sincere, I tell you, Mrs, Bruton, 
thers is nothing I would not do toshow my grati- 
tude for your forbearance.” 

"* Will you really try to please me ”’ 

“You have only to ask; I will do anything 
you wish.” 

“If you could only think more kindly of 
Evchelind., She loves you with her whole heart.” 

‘* Poor child,” he eald, sadly. ‘I have no love 
to give her in return ; and I am not worthy of a 
pure affection Hike hers. Tell me, Adelaide, 
would [t not be a cruel wrong to marry her, 
knowing that she will never be more to me than 
she fs now #” 


Adelaide was silent for a moment. It was a 


difficult question for her to answer. Then 
ashe said, slowly,— 
** Bat the love will come, Vincent, No one 


could live long with Ethel and nob feel affection 
for ber; ehe is so good and true. I-—TI did not 
love George when [ married him, but—" and a 
faint flash rose to her cheek-—‘'I do now. His 
goodnees, his never-fatling affection, has awakened 
a responsive echo in my heart; and [> may be 
ths same with you. You will learn to love 
Ethelind as she deserves.” 

*'T shall never love again,” he was golng to 
eay, but—checking himeelf ia time, hs substt- 
tuted for it—‘' any woman, Stil), if you think the 
child would rather have me than any other man 
I will marry her and strive to make her happy.” 

‘And you will euccsed. My earnest prayers 
will be for the happiness of you both.” 

The consequence of this conversation wae that 
Vincent devoted himself to his cousin, who never 
percelved the want of Jover-like devotion in his 
wooing. She gave so much herself that she wae 
content with a very small return, and sang 
about the honse as bifthely asa lark atthe con- 
templation of her own happiness, 

The Christmas party for which Adelaide and 
Ethelind were preparlog was a great eucceas, and 
mavy there gava a shrewd guess az to the atate 
of affairs between Mr. Bruton’s daughter and her 
handsome cousin, and surmised that orange 
blossoms and wedding favours would soon be in 
requisition. 

When the ball was over, the guests departed, 
and Adelaide had retired to her own room, there 
came a gentle knock at the door, and Ethelind 
entered, etfll In her glittering bali-dress. 

‘Why, darling, you ought to basin hed! You 
rast surely be tired sfter the way ic which you 
danced, Did you evjoy yourself t” said Adelaide, 
as the young girl came over and knelt beside her 
chalr, 

“So much, Adelaide,’ she answered, softly, 
lifting her radiant face to her stepmother’s, ‘J 
am so happy, dear. I could not go to bed with- 
cat letting you know.” 

‘Vincent has proposed, Ethel #"’ 





“ Yes; to-night he asked me to be his wife, 
and I have consented.” 

"TI peo 3 glad, dear. May you be happy in 
your life, as happy as I am with your 
father.” 

- Papa,” she sald, suddenly, ‘I hope he will 
not object. Do you think he will, Adelaide?” 

“No, dear. I think you may make your mind 
eaey on that score, He does not often refuse you 
anything you have set your heart op.” 

“Tam so delighted you think that, I half 
feared that he——”’ 

“You need not have feared. Your father likes 
Vincent very much, I know that he approves of 
your choice,” 

At this jancture Mr. Braton entered the 
room. 

‘© What, up etill?'’ he exclaimed, on seeing his 
daughter. “You will lose all your roses If you 
keep such hours as these, Run awsy now to bed, 
little one. To-morrow I shall have along talk 
with you,” and be dismissed her with a kiss, 

Shortly after the wedding was celebrated with 
ali due pomp. 

Vincent Morgan was very kind and indulgent 
to his wife; and if he had nob a very warm 
affection for her he never let her suspect it, 
neither did Ethelind ever know that her husband 
had once been madly fn love with her step- 
mother, 

(88 END.) 
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CHAPTER I. 
FIRST LOVE, 


Taz castle of Beaudesert stood in gceim defiance 
at the top of a rock, whilst she waters of the 
River Wylie seethed fn agitated, foam-crested 
waves ab its feet. Nature had done her best with 
womanly tenderness to soften every harsh outline 
hanging graceful wreathe of virglofan-creeper 
or ciimbing roses on the stately grey towers, and 
filling every crevice of the rock with soft mosses, 
feathery ferns, or the roots of silvery beeches, 
whose delicate leaves shimmered {no the summer 
sunshine. 

It was the month of roses, and every ucok In 
the garden was filled with glowing bioseoms., 
Here they cluvg to the ground as If loth to leave 
the embrace of mother earth, but the next 
moment they were found climbing over arch ways, 
peeping in at windows, or hanglog from balconies 
like restless children who cannot be kept In 
order. 

The Earl of Beaudesert was rather like the 
esatle from which he took his name. Naturally 
of an earnest, grave di«position, he would have 
become stern and reserved as years went oo had 
{t not been for hile only chiid, the Lady Valerie, 
who was the sunshine as well as the great anxlety 
of his life. 

When very young he had married Valerie de 
Faverel, the daughter of a French marqu!s, who 
had given her life for her child, and died with 
her Infant's first kiss on her Ifps, 

The tenderness which the Earl had lavished on 
his beautiful wife was given In abundance to his 
little daughter ; but befog, as he wae, a particu- 
larly sensible man, he was aware of the riek she 
ran of belng spollt, and, therefore, often affected 
a sternness of expression when talking to her or 
listening to her childish nonsense, 

Consequently, as Valerle grew up, the adora- 
tion which she felt for her father was mixed with 
& certain amount of awe, and whilst In his presence 
she was wont to be silent and abstracted, only 
giving relns to her naturally lively epirits when 
alone with ber dear old governess, Miss Back, or 
with some of her younger friends. 

Valerie! Valerie! where are you!” came In 
@ feminine, equeaky voice through the shuttered 
windows of the room which had once been a 
school-room, but row was dignified by the name 
of the boudoir. 

As no answer was forthcoming, a head adorned 
with grey curls, ranged with scrupulous neatness 





{on front of a cap with sllver-grey ribbons, was 
protruded through s chink of the shutters, and 
the cry repeated. Presently a light step was 
heard on the gravel; a girl’s form, slim and 
graceful as a fawn’s, appeared in the dazzling 
sunshine, and a handful of roses was thrown 
{nto the old lady’s lap as the shutter was drawn 
back by an eager hand. 

“ Are they not beauties, you dear old Becky! 
I am golog to wear them to-night! Nothing f 
or artificial shall there be about me! Other girls 
-_ be befrilled and befurbelowed up to their 
c ine——”’ 

“Tam afraid tbat ia nob the fashion,” inter- 
rapting her ci-devant pupil with a demure smile. 

“Well, not up to thelr chins, perhaps, bat 
jast as far ae they like, whilst I go in for sweet 
simplicity. Do you think I can stand {t!” with 
a laugl glance at a mirror. 

**T think {f you stand there any longer in the 
sun you will have such a headache that, instead 
of simplicity in a ball-dress, you wil! bave sone- 
thing stfll simpler fn the of a dressing- 

own.” 

‘Not IL I wouldn't have a headache to-day 
for anything,” stepping Inside and gathering up 
her flowers with tender care, “I must loo® my 
best, because that conceited little ape, Fiossy 
Springold, will be there, and Ism sure she means 
to carry all before her.” 

*' And if she should ; would it matter much ?” 


with a grave month and twinkling eyes. 
“ Yee, Becky, dear, I should cut my throat,” 


with intense 

Taking no notice of this alarming assertion, 
Miss Beck quietly knitted another row of her 
stockiog before she resumed the conversation. 

“ Would you care to go on as she does, flirting 
with every man she comes across, till there fs not 
one who pry dene mary » nob one who does 
not laugh at her her back *” 

“They are clvil enough to her face,” with 
scornful curl of her pretty lip. 

Then she went upstairs, with the roses in her 
hand and a thoughtful expression fn her eyes. 

Slowly she walked down the gallery—-where 
the portralts of her arcestors looked down on 
their falrest descendant as she passed—and, 
en a large room, beautifully furnished, 
closed the door behind her, and leaning out of 
the window, looked dreamily at the lovely 
prospect before her. 

But Lady Valerie de Montfort eaw neither the 
silvery leaves of the beech-covered slope nor the 
waters of the Wylie twiukling like flakes of gold 
between the fea branches, for she waa look- 
fog into the future of her own young life, and 
the confidence of youth brought back the emiles 
to her lips. 

Hitherto fortune had given her all that mortal 
could desfre—riches, noble birth, perfect health, 
that treacherous gift of beauty, a kind and 
affectionate father, everything except a mother’s 


love. ' 
And the day was coming when the loss of that 
loving protection, which ap: to belong to & 


| child of right, would make every other blessing 


seem worthless, and cast a shadow over the sun- 
shine of her young life's summer. She would 
ery alond for a mother’s help, a mother’s word of 
advice, but there wonld never be an answer to 
the girl's appealing cry, exc’pt from the clouda 
above, 

Valerie was neither dark nor falr, nefther ball 
nor short. Her hair was lke an antamn wood 
in the midday suv, her eyes like the same, with 
the shadows and the lights Intensified as the 
dark curling lashes were ralsed or lowered. 

It was a face that won your heart at the first 
glance, and kept it by thecharm of {ts truth and 
sweetness. 

Everyoue In the parish was devoted to her, 
from littie Jim, who delighted In running out to 
open the alde-gate in the park whenever the dark 
chestnus came In sight; to Mr. Winter, the 
white-halred rector, who had held her in his 
arms at the font, and read the burial-ssrvics over 
her lovely young mother but a few weeks after- 
wards, 

The dogs nearly knocked her down with their 
boisterous welcome when her step wes heard fn 
the stables ; the horses poked their heads out of 
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thelr stalls and nelghed an eager greeting ; the 
deer to the park left off browsing the tenderest 
tufts of fern In order to be fed out of her smal! 
white hand ; and every winter a crowd of hangry 
birds flattered down on to the siil of the break- 
fast-room window to pick up the crumbr, which 
she never forgot to provide them with. 

She was surrounded by love on every side— 
love, rich and full as the sunshine of Heaven, 
and yet Lady Valerie de Montfort was not quite 
content. 

A loving parent, affectlonate friends, devoted 
servants and dependents, all this was not enough 
for her, as the man who, in spite of great riches 
in the shape of flocksand herds, coveted the poor 
man’s one ewe-lamb; so this young heiress of 
Beaudesert could not be quite happy whilet she 
was uncertain whether Fiossle Springold, the 
daughter of a neighbouring baronet, 
possessed herself of the love of Rex Verreker, or 
whether it was one day to be laid at her own 
small feet. 

Rex Verreker, a young diplomat, of very good 
birth and very poor fortune, had broken as many 
hearts as there are days in the year; wianlng 
them, as fi were, by mistake, because of his 
handsoms face and soft rich volce, and only 
throwing them away because he was obliged to, 
elther by the exigencies of fate or for the sake 
of his honour. 

He came to Beaudesert for a week when Lady 
Valerie was only sixteen years <f age, and 
treated her with the tenderness he always showed 
to children, Bofore a few days were over her 
passionate young heart was his to do what he 
liked with, although in the pride of her maiden- 
hood she would have died rather than confess !t ; 
and now, on this summer’s evening, when all the 
grand people of the county were coming to do 
honour to her elghteenth birthday, dakes, 
marguises and earls were classed together as an 
unlnterssting lot, whilst for the sake of a 
commoner she was willing to divest herself 
of her most treasured jewels in order to 
please his capricious taste by an affectation of 
simplicity, 

Make me look as nice as ever you can, Susan,” 
she sald, to her maid. ‘'‘Ob, how J wish I could 
be perfectly, radiantly beauilful, if only for one 
night!” 

The maid smiled—she was a simple couniry 
girl, who had not yet acquired the habit of paying 
compliments, 

“Some people, my lady, would say you was 
weil enotigh as you are.” 

‘*Some people are content with anything,” 

with a slightly impatient sigh. “If I were only 
as fair as Miss Springold I could be content, 
too.” 
“And make all this beautiful hair look as 
if Ite colour had been washed out fo soda,” 
touching the ailky curls which were hanging 
in exquisite disorder over her «ilatreas’s 
shoulder. 

"No, make it look like real gold, such az 
artists love,” with a dreamy sulle, 

“Mrs, Ashton gave Mr. Verrekor a better 
room than the Marquls, my lady ; because; she 
says, he’s areal gentleman down to the ground. 
And eo he fs,” with grave conviction, “I met 
him coming along the corridor, ‘Good evening, 
Susan,’ he says, qnite pleasantly, ‘the dear old 
place is looking as charming ae ever,’ and’then 
goes on to bie room, but the Marquis——” she 
stopped, significantly, 

Velerie smiled, but asked no questions, not 
caring to hear any goselp about her gueste. 

When her tollette was ended she looked at her 
own reflection, and her heart bounded with 
delight, Her only ornament besides ber rosea, 
which she had gathered with her own hand, was 
& Glamond star, which glistened with a thousand 
exquisite lights amongst the curls of her soft 
brown hair, 

Susan could not suppress an exclamation of 
adnolration, as her young mistress passed out of 
she room and down the long corridor, In all the 
glory of her innocence and beauty, on the way to 
meet the fate which was walting for her on the 
threshold, 





CHAPTER II. 
HER FIRST BALL 


Two men were lounging in opposite corners 
of a smoking carrisge In the express train to 
Beaudesert, 

One was fat, fair, short, and commonplace, 
with an appearance of wealth, Indifferent breeding, 
and intense self-satisfaction about him ; whilst 
the other differed from him as night from day. 
There was something peculfarly aristocratic in 
the carriage of his head and the cut of his dell- 
cately-chiselied features, but what struck a 
casual observer most was the expression of his 
eyes. Usually rather dreamy and abstracted ; 
every now and then when they fixed themselves 
on an individual who seemed to possees a par- 
ticular interest for thelr owner, the pupfls dilated 
toan extraordinary size, and a strange, almost 
unearthly radiance seemed to emanate from 
them, 

By his own most private friends he was given 
the undesirable nickname of the “ Evil eye,” but 
{in ordinary lite he called himself Colonel Darrell, 
late of the 17ch Lancers. 

* How highdo you put the figure, Marshall ?” 
he Inquired, as he pulled another cigarette from 
the caee in his pocket. 

“Twenty thou’—not a penny less,” sald Lord 
Marshall, laconicaliy, 

“Twenty thou’—only that? I thought the 
governor was @ millfonafre, and the girl an only 
child,” in a tone of disappointment, 

“Twenty thon’ a year, man! It would take 
the Bank of Eaglaad to content you!” 

*' Ab, that makes a difference ; but, of course, 
she’s booked. Prizes like that don’t fall into the 
hands of the firs) man who comes.” 

“Not exactly ; but the old fellow wouldn’t 
hesr of any engagement until after her eighteenth 
birthday. To-day she’s free, but I'll bet you any 
money that by this time to-morrow Bruin has 

pped and been accepted,” 

“Avd may I ask who Bruin fs? ” with a 
slightly superciifous szlle. 

“ Bruin, confound him, fs an utter cad ; but he 
goes down with the women-folk because he 
happens to be the Marquis of Daintree, and with 
the men because he always knows the best tip 
for the Derby.” 

“Daintree! I shall remember that, Anyone 
elee in the field ?” 

“You ; they say that Westraven has his eye on 
her, and Portal ; in fact, a whole heap of fellows. 
By Jove ! if I weren’t already booked I would go 
in for her myself,” 

“Avd L Should I have a chance }” 

Lord Marshall looked up and whistled. 

" Don’t want to be rude, old chapple ; but the 
game files rather too high. Nothing under a 
duke or a prince of the blood royal will suit 
Lady Val’s books.” 

“Ber name ien’t Valentine!” with an ex- 

fon of alarm. “6 

“No, nor Christmas-card ; but {t's something 
Frenchified—forget what, exactly, Here we are, 
Open the door, you fool! Don’t yon see we 
want to get out ?”’—to the guard. 

“Haomph!” said Colonel Darrell, looklog 
round with his contemptrious smile, ‘ Half the 
peerage seems to be tambllug out on to the plat- 
form 1” 

Whether half the peerage were there or nob 
there was plenty of room for any number of 
guests In the carrisges which had been sent down 
from the Castle to meet them. 

All the way to Beandesert Cvlonel Darreli 
sald little, but 1 is possible he thought the 
more, as his dark eyes roved from side to side, 
taking In the beauty of the scene around, and 
whilst only seeming to admire {ts beauties mea- 
suring the value of park and timber, He would 
be a lucky man who won the heiress of all this 
wealth ; and if Fortune woukt only be kind to 
him for once there wae no reasoa why Louis 
Darrell should not be the winner as weil as 
apyone elee, 

Hoe knew himself to be possessed of a nameless 
power, which could attract or repel as he chose, 








enemy, the Ear! of Beaudesert, was there elther 
fiend or angel which could save her from hls 
spell ? 

Without any fixed purpose he dressed himse!f 
with especial care that evenlog, but avoided the 
appearance of too much preparation by omitting 
to put o flower fn hie coat. He snd his fellow- 
travellers dined together in = smaller dining- 
room, as the usual dinner-hour was long past 
when they arrived. The band had already atrack 
up when they made thelr appearance at the door 
of the ballroom—a group of black figures waiting 
to be noticed. 

Lady Valerie cast a ehy glance in thelr direc- 
tion, and then at a sign from her father dropped 
Rex Verreker’s arm, sud advanced gracefully to 
meet them. 

Colonel Darrell bowed low over the small 
white-gloved hand, and retaining 1 half an fostant 
longer than was neceasary, fixed his eyes on its 
owner’s lovely face, 

“Sarely, we have meet before, Lady 
Valerie i” 

She looked up at him In startled Inquiry. 

“TI don’t think eo.” 

"In a former existence, if not in this,” 

"As to that I really cannot say,” turning 
away from him with a light laugh, 

“'What did that fellow say to you!” asked 
Verreker, as he regained posseselon of hi: 
partner, 

“That we had met before,” 

“T could take my oath you haven’s.” looking 
na fierce as if Darrell had clafmed ielationship at 
least. “He only came from Italy three wecks 
ago, There was a row about him {fn Fiorencs 
last winter ; the psopie took {t Into thelr heads 
that he had the Hvil eye, and was possessed of 
Satan besides ; but Pll teli you the reat pre- 
sently, when this waltzisover. It is far too good 
to lose,” 

They threaded thelr way through the mare of 
the dancers, followed by the eyes of all those who 
preferred to play the part of lookers-on, and of 
all the pretty girls in that brilliantly-lighted 
room not one was to be compared to the Hari’s 
only daughter. 


(Continued on page 376.) 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 


Sir Ascot Car.yvon did nob pay his promised 
visit to his wife, having quite enough to occupy 
his time {fn .paying off sundry debts with tlie 
proceeds of the mortgage-mouey, and attending 
Newmarket and other race-meetings, where, as 
it happened, ill-lack again attended him. 

Toe thought of Alfcla in her gloomy prison 
was not a pleasant one, and he did his best to 
banish it from his mind; but, In spite of his 
efforts, it wasnot to be gotrid of so easily. It 
had au unpleasant way of cropping up at odd 
moments, which was decidedly inconvenient, 
but which, like many other Inconvenient things, 
had to be put up with as gracefally as may be. 

Then another tronble came upon him—an 
accident befel! hislittle boy, and he was hastily 
summoned to Bournemouth, where little Doug!as 
lay insensible. 

It seemed that the child bad been left alone 
in the nursery for a few minutes, and during 
the nurse’s absence had somehow contrived to 
pull the guard from the fice, and set himself 
alight, 

When the servant came running {nto the 
room, attracted by his cries, she found him 
all aflame; and although she managed to 
extingaish the flames almost immediately, she 
was not In time to prevent bis belng fatally 
injured, 

from the first the doctor gave no hope of his 
recovery, and while Sir Ascot sat at his bedside 
debated with himself whether be should send for 


according to his wich; and if he decided to use | Alicia or not, and finally decided in the negative. 


it on this girl, the davghter of his father’s | Her presence could not possibly affect the result, 
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ard in was probable that when she found her 
child dead her anger againet her husband woald 
be increased tenfold, and there would be nothing 
to restrain her from acting as she had threatened. 
Taking all this {Into consideration, therefore, it 
was oe she should be kept In {gnorance of the 
truth, 

He had not long to walt before the end came, 
and the poor Ittle lad breathed his last while his 
father watched by his bedelde, more sorrow- 
stricken by tho event than might have been 
expected from a man of his callous nature, 

Truth to tell, he bad cared more for his son 
than for any other living creature; and when he 
went, and thus broke the last tle that had bound 
him to Alfcls, the thought of his wife became 
doubly repugnant to him, and he began to regard 
her a3 a hated obstacle In his path to success. 

Hs had seen Lady De Roubafx for a lbtle 
while as she passed through London, and the 
power of her loveliness was certainly nob lessened 
by the thought of her splendid fortune, As 
much as be could be fo love with anyone he was 
in love with her--that {s to ssy, her beauty was 
of that type that he most admired, and {ft had 
taken captive bis senses. How long the infatua- 
tion would last was quite another question, 
but abt present be was assuredly under its 
influence. 

“[f ig were nob for Alicia I might marry 
her! ’ he muttered to himself, while he was 
walking home from the suamptuously-farnished 
apartments the Countess was occupying ia one 
of the best London hotels, “I don’t think she 
would refuse me, and with her fortune I should 
never know what {t was to be pressed for money, 
i wich my wife would die!” : 

As time wenton the wish became intenelfied, 
and, it may be, vislons of the damp, lonely 
houee, with the marsh lands sbout it, suggested 
that, in the case of a person of such delicate 
health as A'lcla, the wieh was nob unlikely of 
folfiiment. He broke open the letters seny by 
Doctor Felton very eagerly ; but although they 
said Lady Carlyon was far from well, there was 
no hint of her health being such as to give rise to 
anxiety, and the Baronet would throw them into 
the fire with an Impatient sigh—sometimes a 
muttered oath. 

At last, as October passed away and November 
came, {bp strack him that {t would be politic to 
go down and see her, and, accordingly, he went 
uo Paddington, and took a ticket to the nearest 
station to Dr, Felton’s house, 

Ths afternoon was not a pleasant one, for 
although {t did not rain the skies were iow and 
threatening, and there was a thunderous 
closeness In the atmosphere, Perhaps ib was 
owlvg to this that the Baronet waa attacked by 
a bad headacke, which induced him to jump out 
of the train at one of the stations, and go Into 
the refreshment-room for a brandy-and-soda. 
When he had finfshed {t, and went on the plat- 
orm again, be was just in time to ees the train 
steaming gently out of the station. 

" What the deuce did you mean by telling me 
we should stay here five minutes!’ he exclaimed, 
catching hold of an unfortunate porter whom he 
recognised as having given him the information 
referred to. 

"So the traia did stay five minutes, sir—you 
was longer In the refceshment-roora than you 
was aware of,” responded that individual with a 
grin; and {t was useleas to Inquire {nto the 
troth of his statement, for nothing could alter 
the fact that Sic Ascot waa midway between 
London and his destination, and that the train 
had gone, 

“What time Is the nsxt one?” he Inquired, 
with as mach equanim!ty ae he could command, 

'* Bive-thirty-five, elr—two hours’ time,” 

The-reeult of this was that he did not get to 
his journey’s end until rather late in the svening, 
and then he found himself at a very small station, 
very dimly lighted, and about as lively as a 
churehyard, 

“Ts there any chance of getting a cab?” he 
inquired of the station-master, who shook his 
bead and looked dubious, 

“‘T'm afraid not, sir. You see cabs only come 
from W-—— when they are ordered, and that’s a 
good two mile away.” 





“ And how far is Dr, Feiton'’s house?” 

The station-master pondered. 

* About three mile and a half, I should say, 
sir, more or less. Bat it’s a mortal dark road, 
and very lonely.” 

“JT don’t mind that,” observed the Baronet, 
with whom, to do him justice, physical terror 
was not a falling, - 

*'There’s ®& shorter path throvgh the fields 
and across the river,” went on the station- 
master ; “it’s pretty direct, and I don’t think 
you're likely to lose your way if you follow my 
directions." 


He told him the route as succlactiy as possible; 
and then the Baronet etarted, very much put 
out at the idea of arriving at Dre. Faltons at ao 
late an hour, but haviog no other alternative left 
him. 

Tt was a dark night, there being no moon ; 
what little light there was came from the siare, 
and these were frequently obscured by driftiog 
clonds ; but, as the station-master had sald, the 
road was pretty straight, and there was not 
much danger of Sir Ascot’s missing it, 

. * 


It happened on that particular day that 
Lady Carlyon was alone all the afternoon, for 
Robson had a bad billous attack, which obliged 
her to go to bed. 

Alicia was rather more restless and excitable 
than usual, for an event hed occurred the week 
before that had had a considerable effzct on her 
—nothiag more or less than the sight of Arline 
~ the garden, where she had gone to recall the 


OR. 

What brought the young girl there Alicia 
could not Imsgine, being, of course, ignorant of 
the events that had taken place eince her in- 
carceration ; but without waiting to argue out 
that point, ehe at once jumped to the conclasion 
that her friend must bs Itving somewhere fo 


the neighbourhood, and therefore there was a | 


chance of ber helping her to escaps, Ib was 
with this {dea she hed waved her handkerchlef ; 
but, as we have seen, Arline was unable to under- 
stand the signal, and Alicla could not show her 
face because of the presence of Robson, who had 
instantly withdrawn her from the window, 

Nevertheless, the fancy—-for of course she was 
by no means sure that Ari{ne was not paying 
a& passing visit to the neighbourhood—gave 
her some encouragement, and she pondered 
over the means of effecting an escape with 
more hops than she had hitherto allowed herself 
to feel, 

The continued absence of her husband was an 
assurance that he had not repented his hareh 
measures ; and, indeed, she know his character 
too well to imagine such a thing at all 
likely until she had nm the assurance he 
required, and that she was firmly resolved not 
to do. 

Of course she was quite aware tha’ the longer 
she etayed In Dr. Felton’s care the fewer became 
her chances of leaving it. He would naturally 
be unwilling to part with a well-paying patient ; 
and, on the other hand, her own friends—the 
few she had—would, by her continued absence, 
gradually have the remembrance of her effaced 
from thelr winds, and leave off any -efforts 
they might at present be making on her 
behalf, 

Hor delight when she heard that Robson was 
unwell, and therefore not able to be with her, 
was unbounded ; but she restrained herself from 
giving ib expression while Dr. Felton was tn the 
room, and he departed, leaving her, as he fancied, 
as apathetic as usual, and, of course, locking the 
door after hi, 

Directly his footateps died away Allcla sprang 
up and rushed to the window, the upper part of 
which she examined by getting on a chair, Like 
the lower half, {t was froeted ; but, unilke that, 
there were no bars across, for {t was so far from 
the ground that no fears had been entertained of 
patients attempting to escaps, and the bars had 
been placed at the bottom, lees with that idea 
than the one of preventing their looking out and 
attracting attention from anyone who might be 
in the garden. 

As has before been mentioned, a huge cedar 
spread {te boughs quite close to the house, and !t 





was this circametance that had Induced Lady 
Carlyon to fancy she might possibly get away 
by making use of the branches fn aiding her 
descent. 

Her plan was to pull down the upper half of 
the sash, mount the ledge, and then spring for- 
ward and catch hold of a bough, This done, she 
would have very little difficulty in reaching the 
ground, for she waa light and agile asa young 
squirrel, and whea she was at school had excelled 
at ail gymnastic feats, 

Thad it was a great rlek she knew, for if shs 
failed to grasp the cedar there would be 
nothing to breag her fall, and she must. come 
down ou the stones below—a distance of over 
forty feet. 

“Never mind!” she exclaimed, under_ her 
breath, as this slternative presented Iteelf, 
‘Tae gods help thoze who help themselves, and 
uniees { make an effort on my own behalf I may 
atay here for the reat of my life, Anythiog— 
death itself, is better than that!” 

She measured the distance with her syer, and 
calculated, as well as she could, ihe amount of 
strength requisite to accomplish it, Then she 
sat down and walted until it should grow dark 
enough to put her plan into execution. 

Ata Httle before six a servant came fn with 
some tea, and was proceeding to light the lamp 
when Lady Carlyon prevented her. 

‘*T have a headache,” she sald, “and {t.will 
rest my eyes bo be in the dark,” 

The attendant made no remark, but obeyed 
her request, and then left ; and Alicia still sat on 
in the darkness of the wiater evening, close to 
the window, her watch in her lap, and her eyes 
strained In the endeavour to follow the progress 
of the hands and see how the minutes slipped 
by. 

They went slowly enough—each one weighted 
with the burden of an Intolerable anxlety, Sho 
heard the stable clock strike seven, and the 
space between that and the next hour seemed 
facredible. 

Tae short November afternoon had long before 
drawn to a close, and now a few stars had come 
out and shone with a faint, uncertain radiance fn 
the lowering eky. 

Alicla watched them anxlously—their light had 
never been so unwelcome ; the darker It was the 
better her chance of euccess. 

By-and-by she saw a brougham érive up to the 
door, and then came the sound of Dr. Felton’s 
voice aa he stepped Into {t, He was going out to 
dinner, and was telling the coschman what time 
he expected he should be ready to come back, 

Alicia Hstened with strained ears, and caught 
the words “‘ eleven o'clock,” She breathed a deep 
sigh of thankfulness. Fate seemed to favour her, 
for she knew if the master of the house was out 
the servants would take advantage of his absence, 
and probably relax the vigilance of their watch on 
{ts inmates, 

The brongham rolled away, and the gardener 
closed and locked the great iron-gates as {tpasssd 
through, Then came a long Interval of allence, 
and pine o'clock boomed out on the dull, damp 
alr, ; 

Alicls rose at the sound and Metened to make 
sure no one wae about, Thenshe got on the 
chair and cautiously lowered the sash, Just sa 
ashe did so she heard a key grate In the lock, and 
her heart sank like lead In her bosom as she 
sprang down and rapidly crossed over to the couch, 
on which she threw herself, She had not time to 
close the window, for the nolse would have at- 
tracted attention, and her plan might thas have 
been suspected and frustrated. 

Sbe had barely time to reach the sofa, and 
felgn slamber, before Robson entered, etambiing 
as she came in, for 1b was quite dark, and she had 
not brought a light with her, 

‘ST am here,” sald Lady Carlyon, in answer to 
her inquiry, and when Robson had lighted a 
candle, she added, “I thought you were fil in 
bed #” 


"Yes, but I felb better and got up. Ii’s 
struck me that as Dr, Felton was out and the 
house all at sixes aud sevens, they might forge? 
to bring you your supper,” replied the women, 
who was most scrupulous in the performance of 
her duties, ‘ Have you had anything to eat! 
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** Nor efuce tea.” 

** Ae I thought | 
bread and milk }”” 

"No, for Lau notbungry, I require nothing. 

“ben you had better go to bed while I am 
here to light you,” oberved Robson, and Alfcta 
pad no alternative but to obey. As she was dis- 
cobing Robson looked round. “It seems to me’ 
there's a draught from somewhere, I can feel 
the cold alr blowing fn.” 

“Tt is through that pane of glass that was 
broken the other day,” rejoloed her mistress, 
hastily, and in fear lest she molght go Into the 
other room and notice the window down, This, 
however, Robson did not trouble to do, for she 
was avxtous to get away, and directly Lady 
Carlyon was in bed she withdrew, taking with 
her the light. 

“Toank Heaven, she bas gone!” brenthed 
Allele; ae she got up and hastily proceeded to re- 
attire, She did not put on a cloak for fear of Ite 
getting in her way, and in ifeu of a hat she tled a 
silk searf round her head, putting a woollen one 
over her. shoniders and tyiog {i at the back, so as 
to leave her arme free, 

The house was very quiet; there was not s 
zound to be heard within orowithout, and it was 
now nearly ten o'clock, She proceeded once more 
to the window—which was fortunately a wide 
ove~-sad knelt on the ledge formed by the tops 
cf the two saches, shuddering a little as she 
glanced downwards, 

“JT should break my neck if I were to fall !” 
she whispered, and for a moment her courage 
failed her, and she involantarily drew back. 
Oaly for a moment, though ; then she gathered 
all her energies for one supreme effort. By hold- 
ing on to the stovework she contrived to stand 
almost upright on the ledge; she selected the 
branch to which she would cling, gave oue fright- 
ened glance round, sent up to Heaven an ubtered 
cry for help, and then epravg forward {nto the 
darkness, 


Teupposa you'll have your 





CHAPTER XXVIIL 


Sm Ascor CaRiyon was {in o bad temper, 
‘annoyed at having missed his train, annoyed at 
the idea of arriving at Ds, Felton’s so late at 
night, doubly annoyed at having to walk ao far 

_ in the November darkness. He had not even 
the satisfaction of being able to vent hie spleen 
on anyone, bub was forced to " nurse his wrath 
to keep it warm,” and curse the {ll-fortune that 
aa No gererge! to pureue him, 

el think there never was such an un- 
lucky devil born as myself,” he muttered, when, 
baving drawn forth a cigar with which to solace 
the loneliness of his walk, he made the happy 
discovery that he did not possess the meane of 
getting a light, hiz fasee-box being empty, 

‘There's some man following me bebind, I'il 
wait til he comes up, and ask him for a 
match,” 

He bad to wait some time, for the man in the 
rear walked very slowly, and limped as though 
‘be had hurt his foot. “When he came level with 
him the Baronet saw that he was tall, or rather 
would have been, but.for an excessive stoop in 
the shoulders that considerably detracted from 
his height, and seemed to ba the possessor of a 
jong, regged-locking beard, He was leaning 
somewhat heavily on his stick, and would have 
passed on without any salutation bad not Sir 
Ascot stopped hic, 

“Sorry to trouble you, but If you have some 
matches about you i'll thank you for one,” be 
said, and the man paused, fumbling about In hia 
walatcoat-pocket, and fiaaliy producing a cease, 
from which he took half-a-dezen wax matches, 
sod passed them to the Baronet withont speak- 
sng, 

“Thank you,” sald the latter, striking one, 
and lighting his clgar as he spoke, ‘‘ May I, in 
return, offer you a cigar?” 

The man seemed on the point of refusing, and 
then apparently changed his mind, and took the 
offered cigar, with a few muttered and half- 
fnarticulate words of thanks, and went on as 
quickly as his Ilmp would allow. 


‘‘A stravgs customer aud up to no good, I 
should tagine,” he sollloquised. ‘I wonder 
whether he haw any desfgos on me, If so, I 
fancy he’!] come off second bes'.”’ 

Which was extremely probable, for the Baronet 
never went anywhere without a small revolver, 
which, at the present moment, wae in his breast- 
pockép, ready for an emergency if such presented 
iteelf, Dark and solitary as was the road he did 
not feel in the least: timid, and very soon he had 
passed his fellow-traveller—whose lameness had 
prevented him from proceeding very quickly— 
and wes half-way towards hie destination, having 
reached the bridge spoken of by tha atation- 
master when he was directing him, A(ter cross- 
{ng It he turned to hiz left, and kept close to the 
bank of the river, for this was the short ent to 
the high road, and would bring him out a very 
little distances from Dr, Felton’s house. 

It had grown darker than ever now, for clouds 
had drifted over the sky, obscurlog the faint 
glitter of the stars, and the tight was hardly 
safiiclent to distinguleh the outliae of the trees, 
until one grew accustomed to the night shadows. 
Sir Agcot’s eyes were as keen as an eagle’, and 
he had, therefore, no difficulty In keeplug to the 
path ; he could eveu trace the elow, dark stream 
of the river as it glided on its way, deep and 
rippleless, to the far-off ecaan, 

The cigar had proved a solace, ard his thoughts 
drifted into a pleasanter channel than heretofore, 
The remembrance of Lady De Roubaix care to 
him, and he conjured up her imege before bis 
mental vision, ae she had looked when he saw 
her last—the Cilf's diamonds flashing round ber 
arms, throat, and in her beautiful hair. 

She was suppcsed to be fa mourolog for her 
uncle, but she had been unab'e to resist the 
temptation of wearfug the jewels. 

Suddenly Sir Ascot came to a standetill. He 
had heard a sound that was neither the alghing 
of the wind, or the cry of a bird, but which 
seemed to him like the quick, half-restrained 





exclamation of a startled woman ; and, on look- 
ing round, this [dea was confirmed, for he saw a 
shadow, darker than the rest, cronching down 
against @ bush, as if with the desire of remain- 
ing hidden, and this shadow gradually aswamed 
the outlines of a female fgare. 

‘Who are yout” he asked, fancying—not 
unnaturally-—-that the woman, whoever she was, 
might possibly be connected with the man he 
had previously spoken to, and who had now dls- 
appeared, 

At the sound of his voice the woman uttered 
& faint, strangled sort of cry, and started up— 
nob quickly however, but elowly, and, as it 
seemed, painfully ; and in two strides Sir Ascot 
had overtaken her, and Jsid a heavy hand on her 
shoulder, 

*' Can’t you speak when yon are epoken tof” 
he sald, looking round to aseure himself there 
was no one near-—for he had begun to fancy his 
footeteps had been dogged, and that, perhaps, a 
robbery of his waich, snd the few other articles 
of value about bis person, was contemplated, 
"Surely you are able to answer a civil question ¥” 

If she was able she did mot choose to do so, 
for she maintained a rigid silence, and turned 
away her head with a low moon when she eaw 
that ber effurts to release herself were unavallivg. 

Swill holding ber with the one hand, S'r Aecot 
struck a match with the other, and held it so 
th * it should fall on her features, and then he 
suw that the woman was none other than bis 
wife! 

Yer, it was Alicia, her hands torn and bleediog 
from her desperate efforts to clutch at the 
branches of the cedar. Her spring bead been 
only partially succesefa), for she had not con- 
trived to catch hold of the bough she bad cal- 
culated on reaching, but had fallen, and caught 
at one lower down, How she reached the ground 
ehe never afterwards knew. Desperation must 
have lent her a fictitious strength, by whose ald 
she managed to climb the high wail thad sur- 
rounded the gardens and then let herself down 
on the other side by means of her scarf, which 
she took from her shoulders and tled to one of 
the iron spikes. , 

Is was not long encugh to reach more than 





Str Ascot looked after him rather curiously. 


half way down, eo she had to fall the other half, 






and in dolng soshe burt her fot, but this did 
not prevent her from waking her way along the 
high road, although each step she took became 
more painful; and at fas%, fearful of meeting 
anyone and being questioned, she turned down 
the path by the side of the river, where she 
fancied there would be no chance of eeclvg 
another pedeatrian, 

This ides proved fallacious, for she had not 
gone very far before she met Slr Ascot, and 
although the darkness prevented her from re- 
coguising bim ghe was In so nervous and exciiable 
® condition that she could not stifle the ery of 
alarm which {nvoluntarily rose to her lips, and 
which he heard, 

At thesdund of his voice a very anguish of 
despafr seized her, know!lng as she did thst her 
last chance of eacape had gone, and eithough ehe 
tried ber best to get from him it was with no 
real hope of doing so—hope, Indeed, had deserted 
her the moment she knew who he was. 

Sir Agcot Immediately realised the situation, 
and hie grasp tightened on her arm. 

"So ip ls you!” hoe exclaimed, a ring of 
triumph in his voice, “ What, if I may ask, 
brings you in 2 lonely place like this ab euch a 
time of night?” 

She did not reply, but sank down on the wet 
ground at hia feet. 

‘I think 1 understand,” he went on. ‘' You 
bave contrived to elude Dr. Felton’s vigilance, 
and have escsped without his knowledge. [t ts 
lacky for me chence threw youin my way. I 
must warn the cector that in future be must 
take greater care of you,” 

* Shall you send me beck, then?” she arked, 
{n dull, spiritleszs tones, that were aufficlently 
indicative of her etate of mind. 

“Most certain'y, Did you thick it likely I 
should take you to the Chase?” 

"I did not know. What moans bave I of 
telling what you purpose doirg with me?” 

For some momenta neither of them spoke ; 
she, crouching on the damp grass, elaply waited, 
while a strange chaos of thought eurged fn his 
brain, as he felt how completely she was in his 
power. 

They were quite alone, On the one side the 
slow, dark river, on the other a small belb of fire, 
forming pert of a plantation, with an vcader- 
growth of brambles between; no sound dis- 
turtea the sllence of the November night, 
except the lapping of the waters agaluset some 
stones on the bank, saad. in thiz lonely and un- 
frequented spot the chances of their meeting 
anyone were nil, 

There was a demon at the B:ronet’s side, 
whispering fn his ear its horrible suggestion, but 
he made a desperate effort to sheke himself free 
from it. Moen do not resign themselves entirely 
to evil all at once; ft 's the famiilarity with is 
which finaliy conquers thelr last atroggles of 
resietance, 

Look here, Alicia, I'll give you a chance,” 
he said, quickly and feverishly, “Swear to me 
by all you bold most sacred to say nothing of 
what has passed between wa, and not to interfere 
with my management of your estates, and J’il 
let you return to the Chase.” 

‘* And how shall you explain my absence 7” 
she asked, raizing her head. 

"Simply enongh. It is already known fhad 
you are fn a private lunatic asylaw, and J chall 
say you have quite recovered from your attack 
and are all right again.” 

“And all my life 1am to remain under the 
ban of having been insane?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

*'I cannot help that. As things have shaped 
themselves, it is the least evil to be considered. 
It will not materially affect you.” 

* Willit noo? I think you are mistaken, for 
it would shadow the whole of wy life; and, 
moreover, what reason would there be for people 
to refrain from eaying my son had inherited my 
inzanity ?” 

‘* Your son, your son—always harping on your 
son!” exclaimed the Baronet. ‘‘ Tnat ia a 
point you have no longer to consider, for Douglas 
is dead.” 


His voice involuntarily lowered as he made the 





announcement, and her quick ears Instantly 
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SIR ASCOT FLED—THE AWFUL BRAND OF CAIN WAS ON HIS BROW, 


detected the change in his tone, which carried 
with ib a conviction his words alone might have 
failed in doing. 

She etarted to her feet, panting with wildest 
excitement. 

*' Dead—Douglas dead !"’ shecried out, * No, 
no—it is falee—it cannot be true! Heaven 
would not be so cruel to me,” 

‘Tt etrikes me Heaven trcubles iteelf very 
little about your affairs,” grimly rejoined Sir 
Ascot ; “ but, be that as it may, I am not deceiv- 
Ing you this time, for Douglas fs really dead. 
Why won't yon belleve me?” he added, 
savagely ; “ I regret the child’s death as well as 
you—he was my only son———” 

He paused a moment, and, strange and in- 
consistent as 1b may appear when the man’s 
character is considered, a broken sort of tremble 
grated in his voice. Alicia needed no more to 
convince her. 

“My boy—my pretty boy!” she walled out 
in her anguish, throwing up her hands with a 
gesture of wild despair, She remained alflent 
for some minutes, then turned to him with 
passionate vehemence, ‘‘ You have done your 
worst) now, are you nob satisfied? You have 
killed my child—for if he had been with me 
no harm would have befallen him—you have 
placed me under the stigma of madness for 
the rest of my life—you have epent my money, 
and gambled away my estates. What more fa 
there left for you to do}” 

He was silent—conaclence stricken, it may be 
—under ap accusation that he was powerless to 
deny. As for Alicla, she was beside herself— 
mad with pain and despair. 

*'T was wrong,’ she added, with a wild laugh ; 
‘* there is something else ia your power, and I 
kuow of no reasun why you should hesitate at fts 
consummation, My lifeis In your hands—why 
don’t you take it}” 

“Don’t tempt me,” he mattered, hoarsely ; 
*‘let me keep my hands free from blood.” 

“That is a small matter when your soul is 





already atafned with it, The worst form of 


murder is not that which strangles the breath in 
your throat, or plunges a knife in your bosom, 
for the pain fs short-lived, and you are quickly 
beyond [te reach, The cruelty is when you kill 
all that made exisience worth existing for, and 
condemn your victim to years of terrible remem- 
brance, unredeemed by a vestige of hope, as you 
have done me, Do you think I value my life? 
Do you think that if {p were notfor the thoughts 
cf meeting my Maker with the ein on my soul of 
taking the life he gave me, I would hesitate for 
one moment in plunging into that river and 
ending my misery?” 

She had spoken so rapidly and so vehemently 
that, as che finished. she reeled backwards from 
pure exhaustion, There was more light now 
than there had been a few minutes ago, for some 
of the clouds had rolled away, and the stars 
shone out between the rifts, showing their two 
faces—both deadly pale, both utterly reckless, 
although reckless in a differant fashion, 

“To is easy to talk like that, but threatening 
to drown yourself aud doling it are two different 
things. Your courage is not equal to your vaunte,” 
he said, and she turned on him swiftly in reply. 

“Do you know another reason that would 
prevent me besides the sinfulness of the deed!” 
she demanded, ‘I will tell you—it is the hope 
of a jast vengeancs, I will not give the promise 
you require, for my whole future life shall be 
devoted to the task of avenging my wrongs. 
You have changed my very nature—you have 
goaded me to desperation, and now you shall 
reap the fruits of what you have sown, for I 
swear, before Heaven ”—she looked up, solemnly 
—‘that I will not rest, night or day, tillI have 
accomplished my object. You may take me 
back to Dr. Felton’s, you may redouble your 
vigilance, strengthen your bolte and bara, do 
what you will, | have escaped before, and I will 
escape agaln, to expose your villainy, and punish 
it as it deserves. Do not desples my words as 
empty threate—remember, they are not the 
utterances of a crushed wife, but of a desperate 
mother—and they will be fulfilled ! 





Her voice thrilied with a certain prophetic 
vibration that {t Is impossible to describe, and 
Sir Ascot, ia spite of himself, was impressed by 
it. Scoffer as he was, he felt that she fully meant 
every tyliable she uttered,and more than that—she 
would verify her own faith by carrying them into 
effect. othe 
The demon at his side hissed louder than ever, 
and hie resletance grew fainter and fainter with 
each moment, He took a step forward, and 
seized her arm—obeying an involuntary impulse 
—and she atruggled to free herself from the con- 
tamination of so hated a touch. 

In the struggle the dietance between where 
they stood and the river grew less, and as Sir 
Ascot looked down he found they were quite 
close to the bank. 

Saddenly there rang out on the heavy air the 
screara of a woran in mortal peril, followed by a 
dull splash in the water, Then there was eflence 
~—complete, terrible, 

The river rolled on, carrying its dark secret 
down to the ocean, and a man rushed from its 
bank Into the blackness of the vold beyond, 
branded with the mark that no repentance could 
ever wash out—that the comivg years were 
powerless to efface—the swfol brand that was 
seared on the brow of Cain when his brother’s 
blood called out for vengeance ! 


(Zo be continued.) 








Lirgsuor Soar FOR THE “ ABSENT-MINDED 
Brccar”—We understand that Messrs, Lever 
Brothers, Limfted, the well-known soapmakere 
of Port Sunlight, have offered, and the Secretary 
of State for War has accepted, five thousand 
tablets of Lifebuoy Royal Disinfectant Soap for 
the use of our troops In Sonth Africa. The 
Hospital and Ambulance Department of the 
Canadian contfpgent was also supplied with Life- 
buoy Soap from the Toronto Branch of Lever 
Brothers, L'mited, 
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YOUNG AND SO FAIR. 
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CHAPTER LIL 
HUSHED IN DEATH. 


Huch Macpona.p Jay on the snow-whits bed 
!n his own room, more beautiful In the last sweet 
sleep of death than ia the pride and rich vitality 
of his boyhood, with the smile that came from 
Heaven on his lips, and the lilies that had been 
gathered for S.bei’s bridal strewn in profusion 
over hie shroud. He had died the death that he 
had chosen, with her white arms round his neck, 
and her happicess secure in Dadley’s bande, and 
he gave his thanke to Heaven with his last 
breath, Let no one grieve for him. As he had 
lived so he died—unselfich and true to the last— 
rejoicing in the happiness of othere, and content 
to leave them in the enjoyment of each other's 
love. His own loving service wae over; he had 
deve what he could—no wonder that his end was 
pescs, 

Sibel had torn off her wedding fin and 
dressed herself in the elmplest black aan she 
could fiad, her tears falling so fast, meanwhile, 
that she could ecarcely wee to fasten {t, Then she 
made Phil briog her every flower he could find. 
He stole up and down stalra with a sorrow- 
stricken face, struggling to restrain his tears, but 
inclined to ery like a girl. 

The two friends had been chums ever since 
thelr echooldays at Econ, snd Hugh had been a 
most excellent substitute for a brother, although 
jealousies had arisen between them, and the one 
mn often expressed hot disapproval of the other. 
Now these paltry strifes were forgotten, and the 
dead was only remembered as the staunchest and 
moat @enerous of friends, as one who would 

stick close as a brother,” through good report 
and fll, Gently and reverently the cousins strewed 
the flowers till there was scarcely any space that 
was not covered with their exquisite blossoms ; 
and Hogh Macdonald looked like eome beautiful 
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WHEN IS IT TO BE?” 


young bridegroom of old, when men thought 
it no shame to thelr manhood to deck themselves 
with flowers like their fairer slaters, 

With a shiver Sibel’s eye fell on the Frerch 
marigold, and with hasty fingers she pulled 1b out 
of the wreath. Emblem of misfortune, ft had 
already seen its curse faifilled. 

" Sibel,” sald Phil, ina low, awe-struck whieper ; 
** he doeim’t look as if he were sorry.” 

' He was glad to go—he told me so,” with a 
sob in her throat, ‘' Ob, Pail! I wish I were 
with him!” . 

“Now, that’s wicked. You know why he went 
away—would you make it all for nothing #” 

"No, no, only I feel as if I should be glad 
now ; and some day, perhaps, if 1’m ever happy 
again, I shall be sorry ! ’ ‘ 

“Come now, I wouldn’t think of that!” 

“*T think you ought to go,” still in that low 
whisper which is always used In the presence of 
death—** you may be wanted.” 

Phil nodded. ‘‘ Dear old fellow!” he mur- 
mured under his breath, as he bent over the bed 
and kissed the broad white forehead, just above 
the coal-black brows. Then he went softly out 
of the room, and down the stairs, across the 
silence of the hall and passages to the smokiog- 
room, where Lord Windsor was waltiog for him 
{n doleful seclusion. 

" That fellow gone yet$” pulling the clgar onb 
of his mouth. 

‘* No, I heard his yolcs In the study.” 

“Takes his time. Do you know, if {b weren’b 
for she noise it would make,” looking half ashamed 
of himself, “I'd give any money to help him out 
with a kick.” : 

“S> would J, only it wouldn’t be decent to 
have a row?” 

“¢ How is she?” after a pause, during which 
they had both been smoking energetically. 

Phil shrugged his shoulders, 

*' Ah, poor thing, she was awfally fond of him 
—nobt spoons exactly—but awfully fond. Have 
they told Wentworth ?” 

"No, he’s not to be told for anything |” 








SAID DUDLEY, IN THE SOFTEST WHISIER, 


“ Seems to me we might be doing some good 
out there--nobody to see after him, feel so down 
in the mouth, can’t keep idle.” 

“T never thought of It, Shall I go after Lan- 
don, and see what he says to it?” 

“T'll come with you,” throwing his cigar iato 
the fire, ‘“ Feel euch a fool in my London toge,” 
looking down ruefully at his frock coat, put on in 
honour of the wedding. 

‘6 We can’t help in!” 

'* No, no, of course not, Come along.” 

Poor Landon, who was utterly upset by the 
events of the morning, and had been severely 
tried by the effort to bear a cheerful countenance 
before the invalid, glad to be relleved from his 
watch, admitted them into the sick-room after 
many cautions, Dudley looked up into the Earl's 
face with puzz'ed eyes, ‘ You’re not Phil For- 
rester {” 

‘No, here’a Phil—I’m Windsor, [used to be 
your feg at Eton, and seen you scores of timce 
since,” 

“Ab! yes, Phil, I wish you would send Hugh 
to me ; I know he’s come.” 

Phil turned away, but Lord Windsor esid 
quickly : ‘ What do you want bim for?” 

*T want him to tell me,” his breath coming 
short, “about the wedding. Landon says, bat I 
can’t belleve him-——” 

* Landon’s right.” 

"She's not ?” with an eager gasp. 

* No, and she never will be!” answerlog on the 
strength of his own convictions. 

“ Bat I don’s understand,” with a bewildered 
look from one to the other. 

© Vil tell you ;”’ and Phil sat down on the end 
of the bed, and proceeded to unfold the stratagem 
by which he and Lord Windsor had kept the Rev 
Theodore Shaw out of his own church. The 
story was told without any of Phil’s accustomed 
fan and vivacity, and not a smile curved hie lips, 
as he described how he was gob up as a coach- 
map, the original fly-driver being made helplessiy 
drank—how he took his place on the box, and as 
soon as Mr, Shaw was safe inside Timothy Brown's 
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house, unharnessed the horse, and quietly rode 
away on ita back. Ha had to change his things 
dn a dreadfal hurry, and get to the church as fast 
as he could, in order that his absence might not 
be noticed. 

“And then?” Dudley's eager eyes fixed on his 


ace. 

“'Taen Macdonald came with a man called 
Springfield,” put ia Lord Windsor, aa Phil begav 
to stammer, “and they are In the library now, 
having {t out,” 

“ What has Springfield got to do with {t 1” his 
anxlety conquering bia weakness, 

" He's got something sgainst Lushington, 
and——’ 

The door opened, and fn came Lord Wentworth 
white and worn, and looking inclined to drop, 

Pail got off the bed and pushed a chair towards 
him. Windsor rose, and Dadley looked at his 
father, literally panting for breath. 

Lord Wentworth eank into the chair, as if his 
strength were falling fast, but knowing that all 
wers waiting for his news, he raised his head, and 
sald very quietly, ‘Major Lushington has gone, 
and will not trouble us again,” 

A light shot from the Esri’s eyes, but tappleg 
Pail on the shoulder he went softly out of the 
room, followed by the young eubaltern. 

“Tpank Heaven!” murmured Dudley, as he 
raised himself on his elbow, and a fever flush 
dyed his cheeks, ‘ Tats is Hugh’s dolng—I want 
to thank him too,”’ 

"Lie down, my dear fellow,” sald Lord Went- 
worth, tremblingly, “he can’t come to you jast 


The fnvalid’s heavy head dropped back on his 
pillow, and a joyous smile played round his lps, 
“My own little Beile,” he whispered, and his 
tired eyes closed in the sleep that comes from 
exhaustion. 

Hugh Macdonald was laid in the vault of his 
ancestors, and a long trala of those who had loved 
him followed him to his last resting-place. There 
was scarcely a dryeye as the service was read by 
the same clergyman who had officiated at bis 
father’s faneral, aud the coffin was so smothered 
do flowers that only the edges of the purple pal! 
were visible. 

There was one little wreath conspicuous 
amonget the rest, because the white roses of 
which {b were formed were ecarcely kept together 
by the wires, 1b had been sent by Rose }'orrester 
from her aick-bed, and her trembilog fingers had 
scaresly been equal to the task ; but Sibel wonld 
uot allow anyone to touch It, for there was a 
pathos in its untidiness that went straight to her 
heart. Alas! for the love that may pot even 
follow, but is left bebiad In a lonely world, Lady 
Windsor came over to bear Sibel company on that 
melancholy day, and as she drew her tear-stained 
facedown upon her shoulder, said gently, ‘' Don’t 
arieve for him, dear child, he would not have 
neen happy here—you must know that.” 

© Bat he might bavs changed!” 

‘'No, a Macdonald mever changes, To love 
once with them {s to love as long ae life laste, 
He wanted to die—you could see ft in his face— 
and you shouldo’t grudge him his peace.” 

Taat evening Dadiey Wentworth said to his 
father, © Hagh is dead—I know it. Oh, Heaven! 
ii I could only have seen him once again! ’’ Then 
he lay quite still for a loug time, the tears trick- 
ling down his wasted cheeke, snd his thoughts 
going back to the days when they were as 
brothere, : 

Haugh had made a will without bis guardian's 
knowledge before he started for Egypt, and lefb 
it in the charge of Mr, Compton; the family 
solicitor. As he was the last of his race he could 
follow his own wishes withous restraint as to the 
disposition of his property; and, as usual, he 
had carefally considered the happiness of others, 


His own Inclinations would have led him to - 


bequesth everything he had to Sibel Fitzgerald, 
bat he fancled that Dudley, belng scrupulously 
sensitive as to his honour, would not have liked 
the idea of proposing to an heiress after he had 
been so impoverished by the failure of the 
Saratoga mine. Therefore, afier remembering 
some old pensioners at. Bramble’s Peak, Landon, 
his guardien’s faithfal valet, and Phil Forrester, 
one of his oldest fclends, and sundry others, he 





left all the family jewels to Sibel Fitzgerald, as a 
slight token of gratitude for the happloess her 
frlendship had given him ; and all the rest of bis 
property, whether landed or in the funde, to his 
friend and brother, Dudley Wentworth, in the 
hope that he would now he able to re-enter In 
posseseion of Wentworth Chase, 


CHAPTER LIL 
WELCOME HOME, 


Tae hearts of the tenanta were glad when {t 
wae announced that Lord Wentworth was 
coming ‘to his own again ‘’; and eerlowe conaul- 
tations were held ae to the propriety of erecting 
trfumphal arches across the road, and. decking 
the trees of the avenué with bunting; bub a hint 
was given them by Mr, Graham, the white-hafred 
rector, who had been down to the Chestnuts to 
have a confidential talk with the Viscount, that 
festive demonstrations were to be dispensed with, 
although the usual dinners should be given, and 
everythipg done that would give pleasure elther 
to young or old. 

It was a lovely day In Jane, when crowds of 
people made their way slong dusty roads to the 
station at Thornfeld, There were all the farmers 
of the pefghbourhood, most of them making 
goodly show on their powerful looking horser, 
their wives and daughters dressed fn thelr best, 
the tenante just ron up from the fields {n thelr 
work-day clothes, their ‘ mfssuees,” with their 
bables in their arms, and the rest of the family 
clinging to their skirts. General Forrester, with 
his eldest daughter and Phil, were on the plat- 
form, and Mr. Graham and his wife stood by 
their side. As the train rushed Into the station 
the gentlemen took cfi their hate, the ladies 
waved thelr handkerchiefs, whilst from the 
crowd onutalde came such a beret of cheering as 
no one but a landlord who has been like a father 
to his psople is Mkely to get fn these days of 
independence. 

It was s homely, hearty welcome that did Lord 
Wentworth’s heart good to hear. He shook 
hands heartily with his friende, and reminded 
them that they were all coming to dine with 
him ; but it was his own people he was thinking 
of as he hurried through the statlon, and when 
thelr ruddy faces came round him, aud their 
voices gave him another lusty cheer, the tears 
rashed {nto his eyes, and in hesitating voice, 
he faltered ont a husky ‘“ Heaven bless them.” 

He handed Lady Windsor into the Jandeu, 
then Mre. Grahaw, and then got in himself, 
asking Mr. Graham to accompany them. Sibel 
came In the next wlth Dudley, Lord Windsor 
and Major Belfield, and the Forresters followed 
in their own carriage. 

''Can’t we call for Rose?” sald Sibel, when 
they had distanced the crowd, and were driving 
down the old familiar road. ‘‘I feel as {f she 
ovght to ba with us.” 

'* Yes, why didn’t shs come to the station!” 
asked Dadley, with langaid interest, 

**Becaure she was not strong enough to bear 
so much fatigue, at least, so Jadith says,’ and a 
heppy smile played round her lips as she 
thought of her own meating just now with her 
cousin, Jadith had wreathed her face with 
smiles, but had shaken hands with Wentworth 
before she delgued to take notice of Sibel, 
whilst Phil had imprisoned both hands with such 
true cousinly affection that she had nothing bat 
a laughiog nod to give Miss Forreater by the 
time she remembored her exlstence. 

‘‘There won't be much room for Miss 
Forrester,” remarked Major Belfield. ‘' Don’t 
you think I had better get out and walk!” 

‘© Oh, I can walk,” said Lord Windsor, without 
showing the smallest {oclination to budge, 

As they drew up to the gate of Coombe 
Lodge the General etopped to kuow what they 
wanted. . 

“Only your youngest daughter, General; we 
thought we had better kidnap her,” 

at can bring her up with her. mother later 


cn. ‘ 
“That won't satisfy Mies Fitzzerald,” 





shaking his head, 
the fatare.” 

“Then you had better come in with us.” 

“Tnanks. Major Belfield was going to ask 
for a lift, and 1 wouldn’t deprive him of the 
pleasure.” 

‘* What an aes you are!” muttered the Majer, 
angrily, “I never cculd get on with that 
she-poker!” However, he was obiiged re- 
lactantly to give up bie seat to his perfidious 
friend, and take another opposite to the 
stately Jadith, whore temper by this time was 
roused to hidden fury. That Dudley, whom 
she had not seen for years, should greet her as 
coolly ae if she were an tances, and then 
should add {neult to Injury by refusing the first 
opportunity cf a chat—thils was more than 
mortal maid could stand! Ib was maddening 
enough to eee Sibel looking so. age | tn her cool 
white dress, and Dadley gazing at her with eyes 
that saw nothing else. Ob, why bad she ever 
been senbaway from Coombe Lodge, or treated 
fn such a way as to excite Lord Wentworth’s 
compssefon } If {it bad not been for that, those 
two would never have been thrown together. 
And if she and Sibel had only been given equal 
chances, she, with her five fest seven Inches of 
grace and dignity, could have easily out-rivalled 
an insigafficant chit of only five-feet-four. Shs 
famed aud fretted {nwardly sll the way up to 
the Chase, and the Mejor found Phil Infinitely 
better company than his afster, 

“I never wae more pleased at anything In my 
life then when I was told that the Wentworths 
were coming back to the old place,” he said, 


“She has rever apy trast in 


lly. 
“T always koew the move was unnecessary— 
sald so from the first.” And the General pulled 


his tle » ht 
* But thought {6 was Macdonald’s 
money ¢”’ 


“ That helped—of course that helped.” 

*'T should think it did,” cried Phil. ‘It 
really seemed as ff the poor old fellow died on 
purpore to do good to others,” 

“What a horrid way of putting 15!” said 
Jadith, pettishly, ‘I am eure if I thought that 
I wouldn’t touch a penny.” 

“ Why not, Miss Forrester?” asked the Major, 
in surprise. ‘I always understood that Mac- 
donald wae In loye with your cousin, but knowing 
that 1b was no ase, broke bis heart and left his 
money to his rival,” 

Jadith's cheeks flamed, bat her tones were 
ice iteelf. “The most absurd storfes are 
always most easily credited. I suppose people 
concluded that because—because they lved 
under the same roof, they must have thea same 
tastes.” 

“TI thiok there must hava béen more than 
that to go upon, for Wentworth, you know, has 
been for ever so long in India. I was often 
down at the Court, so I heard all the gossip of 
the neighbourhood, and I can assure you my 
first question, whenever I came back, was always, 
‘Well, who has carried off the beauty.’ There 
was Windsor, but we thought he had tried his 
chance and failed—Macdonald, but he was con- 
sidered too young.” 

“And what about Major Lushington!” with 
a supercilions smile. 

" Oh, we never thought that could come off— 
knew him too well. Wentworth was called the 
dark horae, and If he came over I knew he would 
win. , 


Pall was enjoying his sister's dlscomfiture 
immensely, but the Ganera\’s wrath waxed hot. 
‘Pon my soni, you give my niece a pretty 
character! Do you mean to say that she was 
the talk of the smoking room, playing fast and 
looses with all these men In turn?” 

" Nob for a moment!” in shocked surpriee. 
‘We all worshipped her most humbly at a 
distancs, Nobody would have dared to say 
a word agaiost Miss Fitzgerald, The whole 
county would have been made too hot to hold 
him.” 

“Hamph, an arrant filrt. I always anid she 
wae.”’ 

“Some people can’t help ib;” with an air of 
superior dignity, which sent Phil’s blood up to 
fever heat ; ‘but I daresay she will turn over 
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a new leaf some day, when she is a little 
older,” 

“We don’t want s new leaf,” said Phil, 
fiercely, ‘Belfield aud I are quite content, 
aren’c we?” with a nudge of his elbow to em- 

has'ze the assertion. 

‘I should be sorry to see her sitered in any 
way,” very decidedly. 

** Unless I could multiply her, and get one all 
to myself,” 

" Poll, you have a greater capacity for talking 
noveense than avyons else,” said Judith, in a 
tone of suppressed exatperation, ‘' Will you 
took out and see If Rose is in the Wentworths’ 
carrisge 1” 

‘* Yes,” leaning over the side, iill he was in 
fimmivoent danger of losing his balance, “ Dear 
listle oul, she looks brighter than she has doze 
for mavy a day!” 

"She {fs sure to have a headache to-morrow !” 

“Some things are worth {).” 

* Not a heavy dianer like we are to bave to- 
night. Good gracious, whata mob! I thought 
we had got rid of them all!” 

The cheers of the school children burst forth 
as the carriages went ap the avenue, and the 
farmers’ troop of heavy cavalry, which had 
formed an escort to Lord Wentworth’s landau, 
drew up on the gravel-aweep, on elither slide of 
the portico, All got out of the carriages, and 
stood in a group on the eteps, whilet Lord Went- 
worth, with his white hair ehioing in the eun, 
thanked them in a few simple words, ‘‘for the 
excesalve kindness of thelr welcome—a kiadness 
that he would never forget.” 

‘* Give {t "im with a three times three | erled 
Warmer Benson, his jolly red face growlng purple 
with enthusiasm, and hfs comrades aud nelgh- 
bours answered to his call with all the strength 
of their lungs, and the warmth of their honest 
Hoglish hearts. Boer and wine were sent out to 
them, and the bealths of the old master and the 
young were drunk with the most fervent wishes 
tor their happiness. 

When dinner was over the svening was so 
warm that chairs were placed on the terrace, and 
coffee was brought oub Into the fresh, sweet air. 
Gradually the party. broke up, and the young 
people scattered themselves about the gardens, 
Rove looking as fragile as a snowdrop, was taken 
in charge by Lord Windsor, who promised her 
mother most solemnly that under no circum- 
atances should ehe divest herself of a certain 
woollen shawl, which he had fetched from the 
house on purpose for her. 

Mrs, Forrester, as was her wont, grew anxious 
about her youngest born as soon as she was out 
of her sight. Sibel good-naturedly volunteered 
to goand look for her, whereupon Dudley, to 
Judith’s exceeding vexation, roze from his chatr, 
with an alr of affected indifference, and supposed 
he must help her. 

Jadith sald quickly, ‘I think ii fs rather 
chiliy;” but he mast have saddenly grown deaf, 
for he walked off at an increased pace, instead 
of asking her to joia him, and she was lef 
behind to ponder over her wrongs, or talk to 
45 Belfield, who was thiakiug of someone 
eise | 


CHAPTER LIV, 
A DOUBLE BRIDar. 


Two people were seated In the farthest 
corner of the second terrace, half hidden ina 
bower of roses, watching the first rays of the 
maoon steal ina silver path acroes the still waters 
of the lake, Dadley’s heart was full of joy and 
thankfulness as a lark’s sweet song when he 
soars towards the gates of Heaven. He was 
once more in the home of hia forefathers, with 
the people whom he had known from earliest 
boyhood In thelr quiet homes In the valley at his 
iced, and the girl whom he had loved, “ through 
peril and pain,” standing close beside him, her 
ttle hand nestling confidingly in his, 

‘Darling, when is {t to be?” his volee eink. 
ing into the softes) whisper, as bls arm drew her 
closer to his heart. 

Oneshy, upward glance, and then her sweet 





face wae hidden on bis breaat, 
she shook with fear and joy. 
“Tf have walted with the patience of Job— 
T can’t bear it any longer!” and his volce grew 
thick with passion, ‘' All sorts of fears come 
over me—I must have you af once and for 
ever!” 

Her heart throbbed fast with a delicious pain. 
But she could find no voice to speak, 

“You must answer me, Baile, fancy if some- 
thing happened and I lost you !” 

Tnen she clung to him in a fright, and begged 
him to tell her if he felt 1), 

** No, no, only I can’c sleep at night for think- 
ing of you. Darling, ts it fair to torture me!” 

“I am so afraid,” ber voice low and unsteady 
—"'T hate the thought of a wedding.” 

“There shall be no white eatin, or anything of 
that kind, You shsll come down just as you 
are—only come, that fs all I ask of you !’’ 

He raieed her face gently, and pud bis lips to 
bers, whilst his own grew pale-with excessive 
feeling, ‘'Good Heaven! how I lova you!” 
with a deep-drawn sigh, as he held her close to 
his throbbing beart, 

There was allence In that qufet corner, for 
hearts speak loudest when tongues are dumb; 
but before they left Ib he had wrung from her 
a promise that they should be married towards 
the end of August, And he walked back to the 
group on the terrace with euch an alr of proud 
possession on hie handsome face that everyone 
knew that the day was cettled. Mrs. Forrester 
gave an audible aigh to Jadith's lost chances, and 
said, rathor fretfully,— 

“ Where's Rose? I thought you had gone to 
look for her.” 

‘{—I—qulte forgot,” stammered Sibel, with 
a vivid blush, 

‘* Never mind,” said Dudley, atesliog Judith’s 
shawl to wrap round her, as she sab down in a 
chair between Lord Wentworth and Lady Wind- 
sor, “I'll go and reconnoltre, but with the 
ubmost caution.” 

The Countess took Sibel’s hand {n hers, and 
patted it affectionately, to show that although 
she was diesppointed about her son, she could 
still rejoice in her joy. Sibel was too shy to look 
at anyone olse, but sat quite still, with a smile of 
exquisite happiness hovering round her Ips, and 
& tear gathering slowly under her long lashes, 
Allher past and present seemed a dream. Oould 
she be the eame girl who had climbed ont’ of her 
window by a ladder, and had only been saved from 
running away by a chance mesting with Dudley 
Wentworth i—the same girl who stood In a 
church, not so very long ago, with another bride- 
groom at her side, and her boy-lover dying at 
her.feep? She shivered, and Lord Wentworth 
{mmediately proposed an adjournment to the 
drawiog-room. Is augered Judith beyoud mea- 
sure to see what care they ali took of her cousin ; 
and getting up from her seat, she atked her 
mother if it weren’t tims to go, ‘: 

“Yes, my dear!” sald Mrs, Forrester, 
meng “bat I must first say good-night to 

oz, , 


‘* Good-night !" In angry surpriee. 

'*Lord Wentworth has kindly insisted that she 
should stay with Sibel for the next few days.” 

Jadith bit her ip. Was she to be for ever put 
aside for her sister } 

Meanwhile Lord Windsor and Ross were Iln- 
gerivg a long time by the lake, the former having 
combated every proposition of returning to the 
house, Por little Rose! Hugh’s death had 
gigen such 2 shock to her frail health that she 
had hovered for weeks between life and death. 
As soon as she could gather evfficient strength 
for the move she was ‘taken to Brighton for 
change of air, Taere Lord Windeor had met 
them aftsr his second rejection by Sibel. Feellog 
angry with the self-satisfied crowds, who all 
looked eo ‘‘detestably” prosperous and happy, 
he was attracted by one sad little face, which 
seemed to belong to a being ae doleful as him- 
eelf, Her timid bow gave him the necessary 
encoutegement, and. for the remainder of her 
stay he was her daily companion, He had been 
longing to see her ever since, but every invi- 
tation to Berkshire. was declined for her by her 


"Not yest,” and 





mother, who was afraid ofthe ead associations 


connected with Thorrfield. Now he was making 
the most of hie opportunities, and Rose was 
sefzed with a violent desire to run away, 

“T think I will go back now,” she sald, for 
the twentieth time, but he placed himself 
before her, and impriconed her between the 
hanging boughs of s roze bush and the silvery 
water, 

‘One moment,” he sald, entrestingly, as he 
stretched out his arm over her head and picked 
a pretty white rosebud. He put it into her 
hand, aud his fingers closed tightly over bers, 
"TT have given you a rose, and I want you to 
give one to me,” 

“ Certainly,” surpriaed at hie earnestness, and 
she looked up at the boughs above her golden 
head. 

" Not that sort of rose, bub this,” and very 
gently his arm stole round her Waist. 

**Lord Windsor!” stepping back io a fright. 
Io another moment she would have been In the 
water, for her foot slipped over the edge, but 
his arm tightened {ts grasp and held her eafe, 
She flattered like a frightened bird, whilet he 


bent over her trying to soothe her. “Let me 
go,” she gasped. 
“Not till you have promised to be my 


wife.” 

“TI can’t—I can’t. 
me?” 

" Beeausa I couldn’t help it, I love you; 
‘pon my soul! do!"—he put his band on her 
curls as if calming an excited child, but she 
shook {t off, ‘‘Look here, Rose, if you don’t 
love me now, you shall soon, I promise you. 
You wouldn't like to break my heart when I’ve 
jast saved you from tumbling futo the water. 
There,” drawing away his arm, because he saw 
that {t troubled her, ‘I’ve only been holding up 
your shawl aa your mother told me to, I'll do 
anything you like ; I'll walt a week and ask you 
again, Wentworth has asked me to stay.” 

‘* And me, too,” under her breath. 

* Jove, that’s splendid! I'll ask you every 
day of the week, so you must give In at 
last.” 

‘* Please take me back |” 

** He took her hands {fn his, and looked down 
at her troubled face. 

*' Rose, is there anyoue eles +” 

Two tears rolled down her cheeks on to her 
sofo, white neck, 

"TI know,” he said, géntily, 
him too.” 

The blue eyes looked up Into his with a 
gratefal glance, ehe was so glad that be ander- 
stood. He took itas a eign of encouragement, 
and stooping very low kissed her little hands. 
‘*We will remember him together,’’—then he 
gave her his arm, and they walked slowly through 
the moonlit gardens towards the prose realitles 
of life, 

‘Lord Windsor,” very timidly, when ‘she waa 
protected by the group in the distance, ‘I musi 
tell you I never mean to marry.” 

* Of course not,” soothingly ; ‘‘ but you can’t 
be an old maid ; and I must have a wife.” 

* Bat——” 

"Yea! We won't settle the day till the end 
of the week,” —then guickenfog his pace, ‘' Mrs, 
Forrester; behold your daughter as carefully 
beshawled as when she left you,” 

‘Yes, but how could you be so long!” with 
gentle reproach, 

“Tongi Five minutes ai the outside, and 
the whole of that time I had my eye on that 
shawl,” - 

Dadley, who had returned at a safe distance 
from: the missing couple, touched General 
Forrester on the shoulder.”’ 2 

“Shall you beat home at twelve o'clock to- 
morrow morning }” 

“Kot What? Do you want to see me? 
Any time you like. Nothing wrong, I hope?” 

"No, pothing wrong,” with a quiet smile, as 
he helped Judith into the carriage. 

** It’s such a long time since you've been to the 
Lodge that you see papa ise surprized,” with a 
tender look up into his eyes. 

“I shall come often enough after this,” press- 
fog her hand in the unwonted exuberance of his 


Oh, why do you ask 


‘Twas fond of 





feelinge, 


. 
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A spasm of hope shot through her heart, for 
foveterate concelt had completely blinded her to 
the fatal truth. 

"Never too often, be sure of that,” with a 
strange softness fa her usually metallic voice. 

"Now, that was thoroughly nice .of her,” 
thought Dadley to himself as he went back foto 
the house, ‘I did her the {ojustice to think she 
would be spftefal.”’ 

The next morning he had an opportunity of 
seeing. how really nice she could be under 
adverse circumstances, and the consequence was 
that as he turned his back on Coombe Lodge he 
thought that it would be rather a long time 
before he crossed its threshold again. The 
Gsueral seemed anxloue to make all the amenda 
he could for the past. Mrs. Forrester was meek 
and inoffensive ss usual; but Jadith was like a 
scowling Fury, although her tongue was tied by 
conventional good breeding. 

‘*Pvor thing,” thought Dadley, as he pulled 
his moustaches reflectively. ‘I verily belleva 
she was fond of ms after al), and I never sald 
thsok you.” 

Lady Windsor soon after this announced her 
intention of giving up her residence at the 
Court, and sa'd she would like to find a place, 
uot too far off, where she could settle down 
quietly. Bramble’s Peak would sult exactly as 
to distance, and ehe would Jove to live there on 
account of its past assoclations, if Dudley did 
not object to parting with it. Wentworth said 
if she wished to have {t, nothing be should like 
better, Hugh had especially deslred him to 
return to his own home; the two places were 
rather a drag on his resources, and he could 
not bear to part with Bramble’s Peak except to 
one who had known the Macdonalds, and loved 
them. 

The matter was arranged to the satisfaction of 
everyone; the old tenants gained a very kind 
mistresz, and Hugh’s grave was watched over 
and tended by loving hands. 

Lord Windsor gained bis point by quiet per- 
sistency, He would not believe In Rose's gentle 
“'no,’’ go, to avold an awkwardness, she had to 
change Ib Into “yes,” and not even Dudley 
Wentworth looked prouder than he did, as he 
stood by the side of his golden-halred bride 
bafore the altar of Wentworth church. The 
two cousins were married on ‘the same fifteenth 
of August, and both had pleaded for an absence 
of wedding finery and fass. 

Lord Wentworth looked ao peacefully happy 
as he leant on his gold-headed stick, as if he 
ware ready to say wich Simson, ‘' Now lettest 
thou thy servant depart in peace,” and General 
Forrester had lost some of his sternness, as his 
eys travelled from the sweet face of his niece to 
the beloved features of his favourite daughter, 
Both were young and so fair, both had floated 
over.the sea of sorrow to the shore of true happl- 
ness at last; each had won a husband, of whose 
love she might be proud. 

Sibel was very pale, and so nervous that when 
a footstep came echoing up the aisle she shook 
from head to foot, Dadley, who was watching 
her Intently, bent his head and whispered, 
*'Oaly old Upperton !” and the service proceeded 
undisturbed by any Interruption. The last 
words were said, and she rose from her knees 
with a sob of thankfulness fn her throat, 

Dudley kiseed her before them all. "My own 
at last!” and his face was radiant. Lord 
Wentworth lald his trembling hand upon her 
shoulder, touched her forebead with his Lips, 
and looking from one to the other sald hoarsely, 
‘* Heaven blees you both!” 

The story of Sibel Fitzgerald fs ended, and we 
Jeave her on the threshold of a brighter, happier 
futare, feeling sure that so long as Dadley 
Wentworth ls by her side asa strong tower of 
defence, sorrow, {f it must come, will lose ite 
edge, and every joy have a double sweetness, 

Jadith Forrester became a sour old msid. She 
was once engaged to a baronct, but he was so 
much alarmed at a sudden ontburat of temper 
that he offered to pay any amount of damages 
rather than keep his engagement, The damages 
were not accepted, bub Mise Forrester disgusted 
at the.whole affair, retired into determined 
epinsterhood, Pall spent a good deal of time 





with ‘his sister, the Countess,” and developed 
into an averagely steady young man. The shock 
of Hugh’s death had sobered him, and till the 
last day of hie life he emulated bis example, by 
his devotion to Sibel, who he always declared 
had done her best to make a man of him. 


[THE END.] 








THE HEIRESS OF BEAUDESERT. 


—*0i—— 
(Continued from page 369.) 


Even Fiossle Springoid, the acknowledged belle 
of the county, was biting her red lps fn mortified 
vanity, and wondering if she had made a mistake 
in putting on a blue dress Instead of a white one, 
as Rex Verreker, after the firat greeting, had 
never looked once In her direction. Yet he had 
been her slave, as the saying is, ab every party 
during the winter—a most independent slave 
traly, and one who gave {te presentd owner ‘con- 
stant anxiety leet at some unforeseen moment he 
might elect to declare himself free. 

Still, this constant uncertainty lent a peculiar 
interest to hie capture, and Fiossie had almost 
come to the conclusion In her softer moments 
that if he asked her very much, perhaps one day 
she might allow herself to be called Mrs, VY. Mrs. 
Verreker ! it wouldn’t sound bad; but she had 
always sworn she would be something infinitely 
higher than a Mra, 

Of course everyone in her own set said the 
name of Verreker, belonging as it did to one of 
the oldest families In Eagland, was quite as good 
a5 any peerage ; bubtto others, the friends of her 
girl » to whom she had {imparted her childish 
ambitions, she foresaw that she would bave to 
indulge in a series of ignominions explanations ; 
and even then she would be laughed at behind 
her. back. 

If only he weren't eo terribly handsome! Look 
at him now talking to Valerie, with that air of 
devotion which was sure to flatter the girl’s 
vanity and make her think that for the moment 
at least he really admired ber more than all the 
rest—mors than Fiossle herself, for instance, 
whose hair shone Ilke gold in the light of many 
candles ! 

It was abeurd and very disgusting, but she 
had no more time to think of it, because the 
Margulis of Daintree was standing before her, 
makiog his lowest bow, and asking for the 
honour of that dance. 

Miss Springold was engaged, but only to a 
young Lancer, who was at thab moment making 
his way towards her through the crowd ; but to 
her elastic conecience it seemed the most natural 
thing in the world to throw over a casual lleu- 
tenant on the first rung of the social ladder for a 
nobleman who had begun at the top. 

‘* Now tell me all you know about Celonel 
Darrel],” sald the soft voice of Lady Valerie, as 
she took a few minutes’ rest in the conservatory 
later on In the evening. 

‘*T would rather talk of something pleasanter,”’ 
and Rex Verreker bent his eyes admiringly on 
the sweet face upturned to his, How young and 
{innocent ehe looked, like a white rosebud picked 
in the dew! He was so tired of the fashionable 
women of the world, all striving to emulate each 
other, and willing to barter anything and every- 
thing In order to win the gratification of puttiog 
on a prettier dress than a rival—-always playing 
& part—every natural Impulse subdued—with 
complexions ss falee as their hearts, and lives as 
tangled as persistent coquetry could make them. 
Hie heart seemed to go out in a wave of tender- 
nees towarde this child, standing In all the 
serenity of her Innocence on the threehold of her 
womanhood, with no knowledge of the dangers 
which might awalt her in the future, no sus- 
picions of the frande and temptations, from 
which neither the highest nor the best beloved 
can hope to be free. Who would have the right 
to guard her, to keep her llttle feet from ever 
being sprinkled by the fulsome epray of the 
river of slp, to keep ber as one precious jewel 





which no money could buy, and which all the 
gems of the earth would be powerless to replace } 
Not he, Rex Verreker. 

“Did you say there was a story aboub him in 
Florence $” 3 

The question roused him from his reverie, and 
he became conscious that he had left the former 
one unanswered. 

“Yes, there was a story, but I can’t answer 
for the truth of it—in fact, there were a great 
many. If you want to hear them I must ask 
you to come into the garden, for there must be 
no eaves-dropp!ng.” 





CHAPTER III. 
FIRST FEAR, 


“© Wat, Darrel], what do you think of her?” 
said Lord Marshall, laying bis hand on the 
Colonel’s shoulder. 

Colonel Darrell started, and tarned his glowing 
eyes for a moment on his friend, 

““T'm mad about her,” he said, quietly, “I 
wish to Heaven I had never come.” 

“For her sake or yours ?’’—with a satfrical 
smile. : 

‘Por hers,”—{u a low tone, which wasscarcely 
audible, 

Lord Marshall laughed. 

“J wouldn’t trouble myself on that score, 
Go away to morrow, and there will be an end 
of ft.” 

 Taere won't be an end of {t. It len’b In my 
power. You don’t understand.” 

‘Nonsense. I understand perfectly. You 
are head over ears In love, and you make as much 
faes about it ft as if you had never liked a girl 
before, It bas happened to me such scores of 
times that, ‘pon my word, I take no notice of {t,” 

Colonel Darrell’s lips curled contemptuously, 
and for a few minutes he was lost in thought. 
The ball-room, with ites Ughte and flowers, 
—— vanished before his eyes, and as Ina 

ream he seemed to be standing on # vine-covered 
slope, and tha girl who had loved him was lying 
dead at his feet, with the roses that he had given 
her fading io her hand, She had obeyed the 
spell which he had cast over her half in play. 
And what had been the end of it? A broken 
heart and a broken lite. 

A shadow paseed through his frame; and 
looking up abruptly he met the wondering gaze 
of Lady Valerie. He crossed the room at once, 
saying to bimself,— 

** She will be the next, Ib is fate, {t is fate!” 

‘Tben he made ber a low bow, and presumed 
that it was impossible for her to give hima 
dance, 

She healtated, her colour coming and going in 
her cheeks Itke sunchtne in April, . 

‘This is an extra. I am not engaged,” she 
sald, softly, “but-——"” 

“Let there be no ‘but!’”—and a gleam of 
joy lit up his stern features as he stole his arm 
round her supple walet. The nex! moment they 
had started, and the throng followed, the music 
growing faster and faster, till most of the dancers 
stopped breathless and exhausted. Colonel 
Darrell never halted for a moment; hia cheek 
was as white, his breath as steady as before he 
began, but his pulses were beating wildly and hie 
heart seemed as if it would burst from his 
bosom, To Lady Valerie {t seemed as ff under 
this man’s magnetic touch she had lost all power 
of volition. Oaand vn she must go, her small 
feet scarcely touching the ground, her whole 
weight supported by the arm which encircled 
her waist. Her head drooped like a thirsting 
flower, her hair touched her partmer’s coat; an 
odd sensation that was uelther pain nor pleasure, 
but a mixture of both, came over her, Scarcely 
conscious of anything but a queer feeling of utter 
powerlessnezs she fainted right away, but only 
fora moment, She was roused by the voice of 
Rex Verreker, who, with apparently accidental 
awkwardness, had got in thelr way, and com- 

Darrell, much againat his will, to stop, 

“Lady Valerie!’ he exciaimed, in alarm, 


without waiting to apologize, ‘are you fll?” 
*'T don’t know,” she sald, faintly, as she gave 
a alight stagger, and looked round her with be- 
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wildered eyes as if she had just been roused 
from her sleep. ‘I think I want to rest.” 

“You are tired out,” he seid, wrathfully, 
“The idea of dancing through a whole waltz. 
No one but a femisine Hercules could stand 
61” 

“ Lady Valerie, you dance without an effort, 
It is no exertion to you,” sald Darrell, ignoring 
Verreker completely; “but the atmosphere of 
the room {fe oppressive, and you want a breath of 
air to refresh you.” 

He was about to lead her down the steps from 
one of the windows into the garden, but she 
drew away from bim with repugnance that was 
aimost fear, and looked eppealingly at Rex. 

Io an instant he took possession of her, de- 
claring that the next next waltz was his, and led 
her away into the most retired corner of the 
conservatory, where he stood before her with the 
air of @ sentinel on guard, his bine eyes flashing 
resentfully, his brave heart beating tumaltuously 
at the thought of danger to the gentle young 
creature before him, Oh! If he only had the 
right to stand between her and evil for the rest 
of her life, not a hair of her head shoaid be 
hurt. 

For some time he did not speak, fancying she 
would like to be left quiet. From where he 
atood he could catch a glimpse of Fioasie Sprin- 
gold’s sunny head, as she sat on a sofa, half 
hidden in a bower,of flowers, talking with the 
utmost animation to the Marquis of Daintree, 
Hie coronet evidently gave him a special beauty 
ia her eyes, for she was looking up at him ae if 
he were an Adonls—much as she had looked at 
Rex himself only a few hours before, His upper 
Up curled fn supreme disdain, What an ignoble 
thing his own flirtatlon with the little. coquette 
seemed tohim then. Was {tb possible that he had 
made himself the plaything of an empty-headed, 
frivolous girl, when all his better {netincts warned 
him against her? He could ecarcely credit his 
own folly, but his memory stood up in judgment 
against him, and he knew fora fact that week 
after week, through snow or rafo, he had ridden 
—e Scaradale Park with bub one object in 

W. 

“Mr, Verreker, do you think there fs any 
trath in mesmerlem?” sald Lady Valerie, her 
voice still tremulous with emotfon. 

“None whatever,” he answered, confidently, 
“but why do you ask?” 

“ Because jash now, when dancivg with that 
horrid man, I felé just as if I had lost all power 
over myself,” the colour deepening ia her cheeks. 

“ Because you were faint and over tired,” with 
aalghtemile, “ Belleve me, in spite of all those 
stories I told you, there Is nothing supernatura! 
about him. Don’t have anything to do with 
him; but, above all, don’t be afraid of him,” 

“Why not?” 

‘' Because It would fistter his vanity. Won't 
ou leb me take you into the if tase 
— a glass of champague would do you 
& 

“No, thanks, At this time there would be 
nothing but gentlemen there; but [f you could 
find a servant and ask him for a glass of 
water ——” 

**T will go myself,” and he hurried off, casting 
a searching glance round to assure himeelf that 
Colonel Darrell was nowhere within sight. No, 
he was at a eafe distancs, and his black head was 
nowhere to be seen; £0 Valerie could be left for 
& minute without any danger. Although he hid 
denied ib so emphatically, Rex could not help 
feucying that there was a strange power in tha 
man to which some people would be more senal- 
tive than others, and he determined that Darrell 
should not come near the Lady Valerie if is were 
in his power to prevent It. 

The supper-room was crowded, and he was 
stopped by several friends who had not had a 
chavce of a word with him during the whole 
evenipog Rex was one of the most popular men 
fn the county—such a capital shot that the 
nelghbouring equires were always glad to eecure 
him for thelr shooting days—such a first-rate 
rider that he was often asked to try a new horse 
for a friend {n a run acrows country; and to-day 
he was paying for that popularity rather more 

dearly than he had any idea of. 








He had jast torn himaclf from a round-faced, 
rosy recto, who was dying to tell him of his own 
experiences the day before at one of the public 
cricket matches, when Miss Springold tapped him 
on the arm with her fan, and, in a playfal voice, 
asked him If he weren’t ashamed of himeelf } 

"Yes," he said, with s good-humonured laugh ; 
"* because I must run away from you when | would 
so much rather stay.” 

“Mauet ran away!” raising her eyebrows in 
vexed surprise ; “ you have doue nothing else all 
night,” 

“T don’t care to run in couples with a man like 
Daintree,” edging off. 

“ Might I have that glass of water?” sefzing 
at the first excuse for stopping him. ‘I am 
positively dying of thirst,” 

“This ig nop} In your lIne-—simple, anadul- 
terated water.” 

She iald her hand on the glass, and, mach 
againsh his wili, he was obliged to relinqufsh 


it, 

**T like [b besh to-night,” fixing her bine eyes 
with the mest touching of glances on his good- 
looking face. 

He could not resist the impulse to aek her 
why, but was sorry the next moment, for she 
answered, in a whisper,— 

sy Perhaps because {0 is the only thing I've had 
from you,’ 

He blushed—poasttively blashed | bowed low, 
then, to her utter disgust, caught ap another 
glass of water from the sideboard and disappeared. 
He had some difficulty In making his way 

the doorway, for a dance had just ended, 
and the dancers, with flashed faces, were hurry- 
ing fn quest of cooling drinks ; bat by dint of 
some exertion, and s good deal of snubbfog to 
those who wanted to bntton-hole him, he at 
length reached the ball-room. Hastenlog across 
{t with long strides, he came to the glass doors 
of the conservatory, and, in a few moments, 
wa standing In the same corner where he had 
lefts ed Valerie—looking blankly at the empty 
seat 

She was not there. A pang of disappointment 
shot through his heart, which was out of propor- 
tion to the occasion, Tired of wafting for him, 
she had evidently gone off with another partner 
—bat why hadn't he met her on the way! Be- 
sides, she was not the sort of girl to send a man 
to fetch even so emall a thing as a glass of water 
and go away without walting to recelve ft, She 
wae so considerate to all in her gentle woman. 
hood that she would hesitate to give the smallest 
offence. Perhaps she was il], and had slipped 
away to bed, 

He met the Earl of Beaudesert—a tall, aristo- 
cratic looking man, aboub fifty yeara of age 
—and asked him if he knew where his daughter 
was, 

‘*No,” be sald, with aemile, “I saw her fo 
the conservatory a minute ago, and she sald she 
was waiting for you.” ‘ 

&@ Rex Verreker turned away with an impatient 
aigh, and continued his search; bub neither fa 
the brilliantly"lightei rooms nor on the terrace 
just outeide the windows could he see either the 

y Valerle or that mysterious man, Colonel 
Darrell, and a vague presentiment of evil filled 
his heart, 





CHAPTER lV. 
UNDER THE S!ELL. 


Wuere wae Lady Valerle ? 

When Rex Verreker left her to fetch the glaes 
of water she had leant her head against the 
tralling branches of a passion-flower, and, tired 
with the various emotions of the evening, closed 
her eyes. The long lashes swept the rounded 
cheeks, the pretty Ips parted ip a long-drawn 
breath, and a deliclous feeling of wished-for re- 
pose atole softly over her. She locked a picture 
of Evein the Garden of Eden--Eve before the 
firat touch of ein had marred her bright inno- 
cence ; and, to make the parellel complete, now 
as then, the serpent was lurking close at hand, 
with temptation darticg from his glittering eyes, 

A shadow crossed Valerie's lovely face, and, fn 
a moment, her peace was gove. She moved un- 








easily, slowly unclosed her eyes, aud involuntarily 
held out her band. Then, as if in obedience to 
some unseen power, she lifted her weary head 
unwillingly, and sat upright, in the attitude of 
one who expects a summoue, her eyes wide open, 
fixed, with an expression of awe, on the door 
which led into the garden. 

The door waa wide open, and, under the 
feathery brauches of s tropical plant, a dark 
shadow hovered fn the twilight of the moonlit 
night. Her eyes never stirred from this shadow 
which seemed to hold them sgainst her wil, 

Slowly, ae ff ehe faln would have resisted If 
she could, she rose from her seat, and catching 
@ trail of the passion flower in one hand, waited, 
clinging to the frafl branch as if It had power to 
hold her back, 

The shadow came nearer to the door, and a 
hand beckoned. Her Ilps uttered a emothered 
groan, beads of agony etood out on her broad fore 
head, ae, under the influence of an irresistible spell, 
she moved slowly forward, still clinging, in pitiful 
helplessness, to the trail of the pasalon-flower. 
The stalk broke, the blossom came off In her 
hand, and, with a look of despsir dimming the 
brightness of her beauty, she took another step 
towards the door, She heard the music of the 
Goiden Love Wallzes ae in s dream, and, in the 
next minute, stepped over the threshold of 
safety; and, turning her back on home and 
friends, went out In the darkness to meet a man 
who {Inspired her with hatred and dread, 

Looking neither to right nor left she moved 
slowly along the terrace, down the ateps, past 
various couples who were too deeply plunged Ix 
Airtation to heed the white form fitting by like 
@ ghost, past friends of her father and family— 
brave men who would have dered anything to 
save @ friend's daughter from the fate which she 
wes following—on and on, further from the light 
of the coloured larops, farther from the sounds 
of music and laughter—on and on, fill they 
reached a epot where the pleasure-grounds ended, 
and the park began. 

There was 8 little gate with white poste, show- 
fing ghost-like in the darknese, and beyond it fine 
forest trees, with the shadows of the night under 
thelr branches. If she paseed that gate—the 
boundary between the innocence and happy 
ignorance of the past and the temptations and 
fuller knowledge of the future—she was lost. 
Ob! was there no one [n the whole wide world 
to save the anfortunate girl from euch « fate? 

Colonel Darrell turned when he reached the 
gate, and faced her. There was the pride of 
conscious power In bis expreesfon as he held out 
his hand, 

** Come,” he sald, gently ; “those who follow 
meé never turn back.” 

Lady Valerfe started violently, like a somnam- 
bulist suddenly roused from her sleep, It seemed 
as {f lo epesking he had helped to break the 
spell which he had cast over over. She passed 
her hand over her face in evident bewliderment. 

“Wheream I! Why am I here?” 

" Because you could not stay away,’ he sald, 
softly. ‘You have honoured me eo far ss to 
follow me, and for the fature I am your most 
devoted servant.” 

“Take me back,” she said, quickly, pride and 
resentment struggling with her fear, ‘* Take me 
back at once! ’ 

‘Take you back!” with a tone of scorn in 
his voice, as if the request were preposterous. 
“Take you back, when you've come to me like 
an angel of light to give a new happiness to 
miserable life | ”’ 

‘ST you won't take me I'll go without,” 
throwing back her head with all the pride of a 
De Montfort. 

“If you can go back so easily why did you 
come t” 

“ Why did I come!” she faltered, as {f to her- 
aelf, ond turned away. 

In an instant be placed himself before ber, 
and looking down into her troubled face with 
pity and tenderness fn bis own, " My poor child, 
there is no good In atruggling against your fate,” 
he said, softly. ‘There fs a tle between your 
heart and mine which nothing can break except 
death. Leave me now, and you will only come 
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back to me to-morrow—comes with me, and I’il 
do my best to make you happy.” 

“Never! Lst me pass, My father shall hear 
of your Insolence.” 

‘Stop !” he sald, vely, still standing In 
her way, "It is scarcely inzolence to take what 
ls given me, You came—I did not ask you; 
but having come you will stay |" 

‘* Not for half a second. If I were only a 
man I would knock ycu down,” clenching her 
small fieb in impotent wrath. “I only came 
because you made me, and after to-night I will 
never speak to you agsia,” 

"I’m not afraid,” with his cold, slow. smile ; 
"a woman must talk or die.” . 

“T shall talk, but not to you. Help}” One 
ery in her shrill, young volce, and then he lald 
his hand on her shoulder and the sounds dled 
away on her tongue; 9 qgalver passed through 
her slender form from the crown of sunny curls 
to the tip of her feet in thelr tiny white shoes ; 
her power to resist seemed to melt away like snow 
im the sun, the pride and the passion went out of 
her face, and without a word she clasped her 
hands in damb agony, 

“Lady Valerie, listen to me,” he said, very 
gravely. "If I leb you go back your life will 
be a misery to you, for so long as I live you will 
never be esfe from the influence that I have over 
you. If I choose to beckon you must come, 
unless you can find some other man to exerb a 
stronger inflaence than mine, and that would not 
be easy,” with a scornful smile, Then his voice 
sank to a thrilling whisper, which seemed to 
freeze her blood. ‘‘From your father’s dyisg 
bed I'd bring you, from .your lover’s arms—ay, 
from the very altar-rall on your wedding-day, 
and no one—father, friend or lover—should have 
the power to hold you back.” 

“Oh ! for Heaven's sake!” white and tremb- 
ling, with imploring eyes fixed in utter helpless- 
nees on hfs stern face, Waelt a horrible night- 
mare from which she would awake the nex 
minute? or conld It be truth and reality, 
thad she wae standing here in the power of this 
atranger with iclends and safety only a few 
hundred yards away ? Had no one missed her, 
would no one—not sven Rex Verreker—take the 
trouble to come and fiad her 1. Across her misery 
came .the remembrance cf his honest blue 
eyes, and the apell which was upon her eeemed 
to dwindle and fal), 

"Do you want to kill me aa you. did Valen- 
tina?” she burst forth, half afraid of her own 
words, . 

Colonel Darrell’s eyes shot fire, ‘Who haa 
dared to tell you such a lie? Her blood, psor 
gicl, Is on her own head, not mine, I did not 
love her as I wiil love you, Valerle, She came 
to me becayse she could not stay away—t!b was 
not my will, but hers that brovght her.” 

“ That fen’> true, I know ali about her, Leb 
me pass,” 

'* No, we have stayed too long as ft fa. Come 
with me,” trying to draw her hand through hie 
arm. “Resistance is useless. From to-night 
you sre mine—mine for ever! ” 

“No-—-no—no,” she sobbed, whilet yielding in- 
voluntsrily to his will, ‘I would rather die,’’ 

She wae trembling once, again, and the old 
helplessness had come over her, He led her 
unresisiingly through the white gate, and never 
noticed that she had dropped her diamond star 
on the pathway, It lay forgotten on the gravel, 
twinkling like a veritable star that had fallen 
from the heavens above. Without one backward 
look Lady Valerie disapperred into the darkness, 
and the drooping branches of the trees seemed 
to gather round her in thelr eagerness to hold an 
impenetrable veil between the lovely heiress of 
Beaudesert and all those who would falo have 
followed and saved, 

She did not ask where he wae taking her, or 
even observe in which direction they were going ; 
but {f her mind aeemed to have gone to sleep 
Colonel Darrell’s had never been more wide- 
awake. From time to time he stopped to look 
at bis watch whenever there was the slightest 
glimmer of light through the trees, but generally 
the darkness made it Impossible for him to see 
the hands. When at last he was able to ascer- 
taln that it was three o'clock he pressed on with 


an esgerness that showed he had a definite object 
{n view, 


They hurried on in ellence, her dress catching 
on roots or briars, and belog torn to shreds, 
because nelther took the trouble to detach it. 
Lady Valerie was far beyond any remembrance 
of her finery ; a dail pain was in her heart, her 
brafn was dizzy with conflicting thonghte, and 
she had no thought for her dress or her own 
fatigue. 

“ You are tired ; loeb me carry you!’ eald the 
voice by her side, 

She shrank away from him with a shudder, 
more eloquent than words, It said as plainiy as 

tble,— 

"I would rather die than enffer it.” 

He smiled, sardonically, knowlog his own 

wer, 

The morning was breaking In slow beauty over 
wood and fell as they reached an opening in the 
trees, and caught sight of a stile leading into the 
public road. 

Colonel Darrell stood still for a moment, lost 
{in thought, till roused by the sound of a railway 
ball . 


** Just as I thought,” he murmured to himeelf, 
as he looked at his watch, “I knew it waz 
about 3.15,” 

He led Lady Valerle up to the stile, looked 
doubtfully at her, then determined to run the 
riak, because of the emergency; told her to 
stay there, and he would be back in a minute. 
He hurried acroes the road and up the Iitele hill 
to the station on the other side, ia order to get 
the tickets without provoking remark ; and the 
tired gir], unconsclous that fate had given her 
one more chance for liberty, sank down on the 
lowest step, and drooped her head upon her 
knees, 

(To be continued.) 








A scientist gaye that the natural habit of 
human belogs appears to be the use of the teeth 
te left elde of the mouth for masticating the 

ood, 

Tue afr fa clearest at Arequips. Peru. From 
the observatory abt that place, 8,050 fo above the 
sea, @ black spot 1 in, In diameter, placed on a 
white disc, hae been seen on Mount Charchani, a 
distance of eleven miles, through a 13 in, tele- 
scope, 

A good diamond fs a good deal colder than an 
imitaticn, and the lapidaries say that the best 
way to detect this difference [In temperature is to 
touch the stones to the tongue. Sappbires, 
emeralds, rabies, garnets and other precious 
stones may he tested in the same way—ihe real 
stone Is invariably colder than the{mltation. The 
Japldarles do not give a reason for the difference, 
bot it may be found, perhaps, in the greater 
density of the real stone, which makes them 

tter conductores of heat, 

Tae South African wagon fs a long, heavy cart 
mounted on four high wheels, as a rule, with a 
sort of canvas tent over the back half, leaving 
the front clear to carry the miscellaneous furni- 
tave of its owner, drawn by sixteen, elghteen or 
twenty oxen, curlously fierce-looking with their 
Immense epread of horn, sometimes as much as 
eight feet from tip to tip, and rarely less than 
six, but In reallty as patient and hardworking 
beasts as one could wish to find. Their mode of 
progression {fs certainly slow, but there fs a 
strangeness and a faecivation about Ib which may 
draw men to It almost as the Alps draw their 
devotees, In front there marches the ** yoor- 
looper,” generally a small boy, leading the two 
foremost oxen by a rein or rope passed through 
thelr nostrile, The driver walks alongelde with 
the long and terrible wh!p he uses so unsparingly, 
~or else elts on the front of the wagon and gete 
off oceasfonally to lash up the whole team with 
unfalling impartiality. The travelling fe all done 
at night, starting a little before sunset, and 
marching till perhaps eleven or twelve o'clock ; 
then there fs s halt till a little before the firet 
signs of dawn, when they go on till the sun 





begins to get hot overhead, and then they le by 
for the dsy, 


ALL AMONG THE HEATHER. 


mst i= 


CHAPTER XXVI. 
** come TO ME!” BE CRIED, 

Tux snow and frost that accompaniled Elfie to 
Cornwall did not last long, neither did the ex. 
treme cold weather again show !teelf at Trebartha 
that winter. 

Indeed, New Yoar’s Day was as warm and 
genial as though it had been early summer, and 
Ciarence Maltby had suggested to Eifie that they 
should go out for a eatl ina small yacht which 
Mrs. Penfold had given him as a new year’s gift, 

But Eifie declined ; she said she was sfraid of 
the sea, as she probably was, and she certainly 
had no desire to take a pleasure-trip with such s 
companion. 

" Well, come and eee me off, [f you won't come 
with me,” said Clarence, in an aggrieved tone, 
“and don’t bring that horrid maid of yours, 
can’t speak a word to you while she ie by.” 

“I don’t care to go out alone, and I Itke 
Tamzen,” replied Elfie, carelessly. 

But she was scarcely paying the attention to 
the matter which Mr. Maltby seemed to think it 
merited, for her mind was full of what Perran 
had told her the previous night, and she wae 
beginning to think that what the woman hinted 
at was more than probable, and that it would be 
well for them both to go to the Hermitage, and 
eco Mrs, Cartis with as little delay as possible, 

With her mind thus occupied, Elfie patd very 
little heed to the preparations for a sail that were 
being made, She saw neither harm nor danger 
in going down half-way to the cove to watch the 
yacht start from the foot of Trebartha steps, and 
she promised to do so, 

Ib was Tamzen’s agitated manner that at first 
attracted Hifie’s attention. 

The maid wae pale and nervous, and she made 
several attempts to speak before she succeeded to 
askiog,— 

*'Do you mean to go with him, miss 1” 

"Go with whom?” asked Elfie, quickly. 

“With Mr, Maltby,” was the reply, 

“ No,” was the cold and somewhat curt reply, 
for Eifie had previously observed that Tamzen 
took more faterest'in the young man than was 
desirable for her owii peace of mind. 

" He means to take you with him,” sald the 
servant, slowly, aud not without difficulty. '* He's 
planned ft all with Mrs, Penfold. He's got & 
license in his pocket to marry you. He's going 
up to Padetow ; he'll anchor in the river all night, 
and take you to church the next morning.” 

“But I won’} marry him!” asserted Hife, 
angrily, 

“ They say you'll be bound to marry him ff you 
stay on board the yacht all night, and he will 
take good care you don’t get ashore before the 
morning,” replied Tamzen., 

Elfie’s face became very pale, 

Several little things she had observed helped. 
to confirm the giri’s story, and she was now 
thoroughly alarmed, 

'* What am I to do?” she asked, helplessly. 

Then she deranded, with sudden incre- 
dulity,— 

“ Are you quite sure that Mra. Penfold knows 
of thisfofamous plot?” , 

‘Ms her plot, nob his,’ retarned Tamzen, 
scornfully. ‘{Loverheard her tell him all about 
it. He isn’t #9 sweet on the matter himecif, 
for he always thonght he would be master 
of Trebartha without your help, bat the 
mistrees insisted, and she always will have her 
own way.” A 

Eifie, by this time, had turned to retrace 
her steps to the castle, and she said, 


angrily,— 

“T won't leave the house again to-day, and 
they can’t drag me down to the boat.” 

“No, miss, but they'll get you ‘there another 
time if they don’t to-day,” sald Tamzen, 
nervously, “and I’ve got @ message for you 
from Perran, She bade me teli you ‘the time 
has come.’ ” 

“ What did she mean }” 





‘'] don’t know, miss, but she sald she’d meet 
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you at the stone cross at the foot of the 
hill as goon as the yacht had salled from the 
cove,” 

Bat why not before?” demanded Eifie, 

“I suppose she can't get away, mies; 
besides, you'll want a Mittle time before you; 
and she eald somethiog about Mre. Penfold and 
the Court of Chancery, but I don’t know what 
ahe meant,” ‘ 

Eife knew, however. 

Ske was so far alive to the sltuation that 
ehe knew it was more than probable that If she 
did not marry Clarence Mrs, Penfold would 
claim the guardianship of ber, and, if her 
authority were disputed, would at once make her 
a ward io Chancery. 

Still she did not understand all that Tamzen 
wanted to suggest, and ft was with no slight 
amazement that she letened while her maid 
proposed that they should, at the time appointed, 
go half-way down to the cove as previously 
arranged, aud should stay at the entrance of the 
smuggler’s cave, baviug first made o sufficient 
change [In their attire for Tamzen to be mistaken 
for the lady, and Eifie for ths maid. Then 
Tamzen was to allow herself to be carried off, 
and Eifie was to hide In the cave tlil the yacht 
sailed away, 

Naturally enough Tamzen did not rise in the 
esteem of her mistress as she thas unfolded her 
plan, but she cared little for this, if she could 
get her consent to thse stratagem, 

Elfie, who scarcely believed that anything of 
the kind would be attempted, and who did not 
kuow how otherwise to help herself If it were, 
at length relactantly promised to go to the cave, 
and for a few minutes to allow Tamzsn to put on 
her coat and hat, in which she would take care to 
let Mrs, Penfold and Clarence see her befcre she 
“Tr all alesnbal h, and 

t seem mple enough, and as ihe 
saflors belonging to the yacht were not men 
from the neighbourhood, but strangers to the 
place, the probability was that Tamzen’s plot 
would succeed, if Olarence were not waiting 
= jane her when she was brought on 

eck, 

Bat this, ehe believed, he would nob be doing, 
she having heard {¢ ed that he should keep 
out of sight of his captive until they had left the 


cove, 

Of one thing Elfie was quite determined. If 
such an attempt apon ber freedom were made, 
she would no longer conelder herself bound to 
Mrs. Penfold by given promize or foterested 
kindness, but would hasten to the Hermitage 
a all poselble speed, taking Nan Perran with 


Now that the mystery which surrounded 

early life was cleared up, or was likely to 

be #0, she no longer desired to shun Lionel 
on, 

She had, if the truth be told, been a little 
disappointed at his nop having sought and 
found her hers; but as her boxes had not 
arrived, and as none of the letters which she had 
written to Charlie Birch or to Isolt Greatrex had 
been answered, she began to think that 
something more than Indifference on the part 
of her friends was the cause of thelr unaccount- 
able ellence, 

Me A — nae {is at band, 

rst of all been proposed that the tri 

should take place in the uerniog 3 then, as Eife 

resolutely refased to go on board the yacht, fb 

was postponed till after luncheon, on the pre- 

_— that Mrs, Penfold would go with the 
ris. 

At the last moment, however, the old lad 
aonget her mind, and they went off withous 


Clarence had already left th 
ome y le © castle, and had 
‘The two girls saw the boat in which he had 
pe the strand reach the side of the pretty 
erat, e 
Bat there was no of interes 
one eles on the shore. - meee 
Tae few men who lived in the village of 
{rebartha were either ont ab sea or on 
a the slate quarries, and the women. and 


children rarely went down on the narrow elip 





of sand, unless they had some reason for so 
doing. 
* Qafck,” sald Tamzen, as Elfie stood at the 
mouth of the cave, looking at the gracafal 
yacht, 

Rather reluctantly cur herofne dieappeared 


with the girl into the cave, and Ina few seconds | 


the change of dress was rasde, 

The change, indeed, was in Tamz2n. She 
seerned all at once to be a person of some im- 
portance as she came out into the light and 
waved her handkerchief to Maltby, who was on 
board the yacht, 

At that moment footsteps were heard ascend- 
ing the astep:, and a few seconds afterwarde 
three men appeared, one after the other, aad 
Eifie then knew that Tamzen had told her the 
trath, \ 

Neither of the girls was known to these men 
personally, but they were told what the lady 
would wear, and they now addressed themselvea 
to Tamzen, 

"We've come to take you on board, miss,” 
sald the foremost. We won't do you ao harm, 
you'll be well taken care of, bub {t's no use 
making a fuss, for there’s nobody to help you.” 

Tamzen dared not trust herself to speak, bad 
ehe turned to Eifis, who had shrank back into the 
shadow of the cave, 

* No, we don’t want that young woman,” said 
the man quickly; “ our orders are, she is to 
stay behind, and now I must gag you, mfzs, 
unlese you promise to hold your tongue.” 

‘*T—I won't spesk!” gasped the girl In real 
terror, 

‘*And you won't struggle or make any sign 
for help?” demanded the ruffian, sternly, 

** No,” was the trembling reply. 

Then she was marched down the winding steps, 
one of the men leading the way, and two of them 
following her. 

In thas manner they sntered the boat, and 
went on board ihe yacht, and Eifie stood where 
they had left her, and watched the graceful craft, 
with ber wing-like sails unfurled, glide bravely 
out to sea. 

That was the last that was seen at Trebariha 
of the Eilfreda and her ill-fated crew. 

They started late in the afternoon, and night 
soon overtook them, 

What happened on board when it was dis- 
covered that the servant) and not the mistress 
had been captared, none have survived to tell. 
The yacht never made Padstow nor any other 
harbour that night, and many days afterwards 
portions of ber wreck were found, conclusive 
evidence as to what had been her fate. 

Kaowing nothing of what was going to be, 
and conscious only that she had escaped a great 
danger, E.fie sought the secret steps {n the cave 
which Tamzen had previously shown her, and 
climbing up these with no alight dificulty, she 
at length found herself not only In the open alr, 
bub in @ path by the side of a higher road, 
which shielded her from the elght of anyone fn 
the castle, 

Her great desire now was to get away from 
Trebarths, from the home of her ancestora, and 
the place of her birth, 

If all went well with her, and if her hopes 
were realised, she would come back again and 
make this place her home likewise. 

But now there was danger in the very afr she 
breathed—safety only was to be found in flight; 
and If Perran were ab the stone cross or not, she 
felt that she must hasten to London, however 
difficult ft might be to get there. 

Coming by this hidden path, she did not see 
the stone cross at the foot of the hill upon 
which the castle stood, until, on turnivg an 
angle, she came close upon it, and then she 
became conscious that a man was there es weil 
as a woman, and with a strange combination of 
hope and fear, her dyes sought his face. 

*Elfie, my darling, come to me!” he cried, 
extending his arms, while hfs face was eloquent 
with the love that filled his soul, 

Never was such an entreaty responded to more 
quickly, or with less reserve, for without o 
moment’s hesitation the girl spraug forward, was 
clasped to Lionel Denizon’s heart, and In that 
rapturous embrace they knew, withoub worda 








beiog spoken, that from henceforth there would 
be no parting-——no misunderstanding—batween 
them, 


CHAPTER XXVIL 
ONCLUSION, 


Perran accompanied Eifie and Mr, Denfson 





to London, where they did not arrive cut!) the 
eventog of the following day. 

Tae old woman was by no means pleased with 
the presence of the gentleman, and Elfie’s ex- 
planation that he was her guardlan—the man 
who had found and cared for her when sho was 
a child—did not reconcile her to the fact that, 
guardian or not, hs was undoubtedly a lover. 

Convinced as tho was that Eifie was the 
daughter of her late master and mistrese, and 
her mind being incapable of realising the Ider 
that any save the refgning family in England 
could be sociaily above the Trebarthas, Perran 
felt oitterly convinced thab the match for Eifie 
was far from being s good one, 

She ventured, indesd, to hint as much when 
she was alone with the young lady that nigho, 

Bat Eifie silenced the suggestion at once by 
saylog proudly,— 

“Mr. Denison fs a gentleman, one of the most 
noble and tender-hearted of men ; and ff I were 
a queen [ should feel proud and honoured to be- 
come his wife.” 

After this Perran sald no more. 

She had a duty to perform—a duty to the 
dead as well as to the ifving ; and when this was 
accomplished she felt that she should drift back 
to Trebartha to end her days In the place where 
she was born. 

One of Eifie’s first questions when she and 
Lionel conld talk quietly together was about 
Edith Grey. The woman’s cruel words still 
rankled in the girl's heart, and sho wished to 
know how much truth there was fn them. 

And Lfonel told her all, trathfally and with- 
out reserve, 

He did not pretend that he had nob loved 
Edith, nor that ber conduct had not pained him 
deeply at the time, bub he told Elfie also what 
waa-equally true, that Edith had really jilted 
him to be free to accept a more wealthy suitor, 
and that he did not know until his return from 
China, fifteen years afterwards, that she had not 
actually married Mr, Hez'ewood, of Starcroft. 

** But I never loved her, my darling, as I love 
you!” he corcluded, clasping the fair girl fn hie 
arms, 

“T have heard that there fs no love like the 
first love,” alghed Elfie, sadly. 

'® And I have heard that there Ie no love like 
the last love,” he retorted, with a laugh; “but 
you need never be jealous of Mies Grey, my dear ; 
there Is no woman uuder the sun for whom I 
have such 2 sincere contemp?.” 

No donbt Eifie war quite satfefied that his 
heart was all her own, for she began to tell him 
about Mrs. Penfold and the Trebarthaer, and she 
astonished him not a ilttle by asserting that 
Perran believed, and ehe herself did nob doubt, 
that she was the last of the T'rebarthas. 

" So instead of marrying a penniless little out- 
cast you will getan heiress for a wife,” she sald, 
looking at him proudly and tenderly. 

Bot his face became grave. The news was 
scarcely welcome; and Elfie, who noticed the 
change and Insisted pon knowing the cause, soon 
learnt that he feared she would be taken away 
from him, ‘ 

“Yes, that Is what I feared,” she replied ; 
.'for I heard that Mrs, Penfold said something 
about the Court of Chancery, and that fe why I 
was so anxioun—to meet you, dear. I am not 
going to be vent aWuy~ac-s, you may be quite 
sure,” : 

“Then we had better ge marricd.as soon as 
posable,” he sald, promptly. “We won’t have 
anything investigated with regard to your birth 
until you are my wife, I have always bada 
great objection to marry an heiress.” 

“Bat I must algn my name as Elfreda Tre- 
bartha for once In my life,” protested Eifie, “I 
couldn’t mstry you under avy other name.” 





He objected, but of course he had to yleld ; and 
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if he supposed that he was going to contro] Perran 
and Mrz. Cartls he gave himself credit for having 
much more authority than he was ever likely to 


O83688. 

For the old Cornishwoman had not been in Tae 
Hermitage more than an hour before she and 
Mrs, Cartis had talked over the whole e fair, and 
Perran had produced her {ttle petticoat worked 
by the hands of the late Lady Trebartha, and 
Mrs. Cartis had brought out the clothes in which 
Elfie had firet come to her. 

They had been washed and kept fn lavender 
ever since, bnt Perran recognised them all, even 
to thecommon Iittle frock and cape that had 
been taker¥from her nephew's wife at the t!me 
that Sir Walter Trebartha’s child was stolen. 

In confirmation of her story, Perran unripped 
the band of the embroidered petticoat the child 
had worn when she was found, and inside it, 
back-stitched in Jong hair, were the two names 
* Elfreda Trebartha.” It was a plece of another 
garment that had been used for a band, and the 
woman remembered the circumstance of the 
petticoat being made, and knew where to seek 
for the proof, which waz to her mind conclusive. 

She was persuaded, though not without diffi- 
culty, to tell her story to a lawyer, to sign her 
name to sundry papers, and to stay at The Her- 
mitage until after E.fie was married, 

She was, Indeed, one of the witnesees at this 
quiet, buball-important ceremony, 

Lionel had gone to stay with a clerical friend 
in the neighbourhood, while the slow days went 
by that the law required to elapse before the 
wedding could take place, 

But the happy morning at last arrived. The 
wedding took place without fuss or secrecy, and 
when the happy pair went cff for their honey- 
moon, Perran set out on her eolitsry journey to 
Cvorawall. 

Sane doubted much the kind of reception she 
would meet with at Trebartha, but she was not 
prepared for the startling change that had come 
over her old mistress in the short time that she 
had been away. 

Mes, Penfold ralifed and once more sat upright 
when she learnt that Eifie was stil! allve. Up to 
this time she had feared that she, as weil! as 
C:srence Maltby, had found a watery grave. 

After this very little seemed to surprise her, 

She was quite ready to admit that Eifie was 
the child stolen from Slr Walter Trebartha and 
his wife Ecfrede, She had felt but little doubt 
on the matter from the first hour they had met, 
and she was now so thankful to know that Eifie 
was still alive that she at once sent for her 
lawyer, expreesed ber williygness to give up the 
castle to the rightfal hefress, and at the same 
time ehe gave instructions for a will, in which 
the whole of her own fortune, with the exception 
of a few legacies, was bequeathed to our heroine, 

Even Etfie’s marriage did not dileplease her, 
and she expressed a wish to see the bride and 
bridegroom before she herself went away from 
the castle, 

Bat she never did go away alive. 

Oae day they found her seated as usual at her 
bedroom window, whence she could command an 
ex‘ensive view of the sea-beaten coast, 

She had fallen asleep here, and that sleep had 
deepened to one from which there is no 
waking. 

* * . + 

Edith Grey heard of Lfonel Denison’s marriage, 
as did most of the world, by means of the news- 
papers, before many days had pasted by, and 
she : ang not Imagine who E‘freda Trebartha 
coul 6, 

Her curfosity was so great that at length she 
induced her mother to call at The Hermitage, 
ace the housekeeper, and obtain all particulars 
ab - the bride of the man whom she had herself 

te 


Kaowlag to whom the story would be repeated, 
Mca, Curtis was very communicative, and she 
particularly inpresssed upon her Hstener that ib 
had all come about through Misa Grey driving 
poor Hitle Eifie from The Hermitage. 

* Tf she hadn’s besn drove away and oblized to 
earn a liviog, she'd never have met the grand 
folks she was stolen from,’ continued Mrs. 
Curtle, emphatically. ‘ So all the good fortune 





has corae to Mre, Denison through your daughter, 
ma’am, though, as I ssy-—small thanks to her 
for it.’ 

When all thls was repeated to Edith she 
uttered a sharp cry, and seemed to be eefzad 
with agonising pain. 

Some people eald {bt was tight-lacing, others 
sald {+ was the poicon she had taken for mavy 
years In small doses to improve her complexion. 
Whatever the cause the reeult was the same, 

A few minutes ensued In which the phyelcal 
agony of a lifetime seemed to be concentrated, 
and then the struggle ceased ; the pain died ont, 
and the life of the miserable woman died out 
with It, 

7 * ra * “o 

Arthur Carew, after listening to the conver- 
sation between Elfie and Mr, Kingwood at the 
ball at Trevelyan Court, made up his mind to 
call upon the young lady and propose to her as 
soon as possible, 

But when he did call at Monkshill, he heard 
that she had gone away, though a ssrvantb whom 
he liberally bribed gave him the address to 
which her luggage was directed. 

Thither he went, and eaw Isolt Greatrex; who 
told him truly enough that she knew nothing of 
the whereabouts of her friend, 

She invited him to etay to luncheon, how- 
ever, and he did so, making the acquaintance of 
Mr. Greatrex, who seemed to take rather a fancy 
to him. 

He called again to learn !f Isolt had heard from 
Eifie, Indeed, this was an excuse for a great 
many visite, until excuse was no longer needed, 
and he came at length In the character of an 
accepted suitor. 

Before he and Isolt were married, howeyer, 
Harry Kingswood led to the altar the mistress 
of Monkshill, 

There were people mal'clous enough to broadly 
hint that Charlie proposed, aud that she like- 


wise did most of the woving ; bub the young | 
lady herself cares nothing for these rumours, 


and laughs merrily when she hears them 

He laughs who wins, and some people are not 
too scrupnious as to the manner In which they 
gain thelr ends, provided only that success 
crowns thelr efforts, p 

As for L’onel Denison, he has suffered much, 
and has waited long for his happinese, but it 
has come to him at last—n rich, ripe, golden 
harvest, 

E:fie and he spend the greater portion of 
their time at Trebartha Castle, but they will 
not sell The Hermitage, though they have been 
often asked to do a0, 

Some few weeks in each year they always 
live here, to the great delight of Mrs. Cartis, 
who is gebting old now, but who Is never tired 
of talking of the day when her master brought 
her @ sleeping child, who fs now his wife, 
and whom he had found “ALL AMONG THE 
HeEatHer |” 

[THE END.]} 








THE most costly and precious wine fn the world 
le that contained in a cask named the ‘ Rose,” 
in the Bremen Town Hall cellars. This Rades- 
helm, of the vintage of the year 1653, Is of the 
colour of old ale. It fs »ver sold, but {s used 
exclusively for the sick of Bremen, the only 
exceptions having been when a small bottle was 
presented to the Emperor Willlam I, another to 
Frederick III., and one to Princs Blemarck, 

EMIGRATION TO CANADA —We call the atten- 
tfon of our readers to the advertisement of the 
Canadian Government in another column, It 
sets out ‘onclsely the advantages Canada offers 
to intending emigrants. No persons who are 
contemplating fresh fields and pastures new 
should think of arriving at a decision without 
obtaining the fullest possible information on the 
subject, and in this respect they cannot go to a 
higher authority than the High Commissioner 
for Canada (17, Victoria Street, London, 8.W.), 
or the agents of the Canadian Government, who 
are stationed in different parts of the (United 
Ktngdom, 
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WIDOW WELCH'S 
' FEMALE PILLS. 


\warded Certificate of Merit for the onre of Irregularities, 
Anemia, and all Female Complaints. They have the approval of 





e Melica! Profession. Beware of Imitations. The only genuine 
and originalarein White Paper Wrappers. RA Is. ut -_ 
2 of all Chemists. 2a, Od. box contains three times the pi 
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Or by post, 14 or 35 stamps, by the makers, C. and G. 
17, North Street, Westminster. Sold in the Colonies, 


DOMESTIC SERVANTS WANTED IN GANADA. 

For villages, towns, cities, and in the country die- 
tricts. Advice may be obtained in the United Kingdom 
from Government Agents and in Canada from Govern- 
ment Agents. Ladies’ Committees are also formed in 
many places in Canada, Apply for pamphlets and all 
information supplied gmatis and post free, to the High 
Commissioner for Canada, 17, Victoria Street, London, 
S.W.; also from the Allan, Dominion and Elder Demp- 
ster Steamship Co.’s, or their local Agents, and the 
Canadian Pacific Railway Company. 
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Tx Albania, a man who ia about to marry Is 
forbidden, by the etiquette of the country, to 
mention the anbject, and he {s obliged to act as 
if he were very much ashamed of himself 
throughout the ceremony, 

Mew expored to the rigours of the Alaskan 
winter rever wear moustaches. They wear ful! 
bearda to protect the throat and face, but keep 
the upper lips clean shaven, The mojature from 
the breath congeals eo quickly that a moustache 
becomes embedded {n a solid cake of Ice, and the 
face is frozen In a short time, 

Tus deepest verified soundings are those made 
in the Atlantic Ocean, 90 miles off the Island of 
Sb, Thomas, in the West Indies, 3.875 fathome, 
or 23250, Deep water has been reported 
south of the Grand Bank of Newfoundland over 
27,000 ft. in depth ; but additional soundings fn 
that locality did not corroborate this, 
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FACETLE. 


Dot: " Is that fellow really a pafoless dentist?” 
Lot: “ Almost. The only pain I suffered was 
when he extracted his fees,” 

WHEN a girl tellsa young man that he may 
bave a kise if he can catch her, she always 
manages to get caught, 

“Joun, ’m going to sell these roliing-pins 
and fiatirons {n one lot. How shall I label 
them for the auctioneer?” ‘* War materfal, my 
love!” 

Brown: “ My wife says I talk in my sleep.’ 
Jones: “ Well, you're lucky.” Brown: “ How 
so!” Jones: '* My wife does ali the talking in 
mine.” 

Frank; “Blanche pioned a ticy fatiron on 
my coat last night.” Dick: “Do you kaow 
what that means?” * No.” ‘She wants you 
to press your sult.’’ 

Mrs, McCariem: '* Thot plano lamp ge sold 
me is no good, an’ Oi want yez to take it back,” 
Dealer: “Eb? Why!” Mrs. McCarlem: 
'§ Divil a chane con we git out of it.” 

Cuomty: “I never shall raarry a strong- 
minded woman, never,” Minerva: ‘No, of 
courss you won’c, The woman you marry will 
be weak-minded, l’m sure.” 

“Jcan marry any girl I please,” he sald, with 
a self-satisfied, if-you-love-a-girl-wonld-you- 
marry-her expression upon his languid face. 
* No doubt,” she responded, " but what girl do 
you please?” They don’t speak now. 

“'T UNDERSTAND it was a case of love at first 
eight,” he said, “It was,’ replied the dearest 
friend of the woman fn question, “It had to 
be. If he had looked a second time he never 
could have fallen in love with her.” 

Suirad: One can’t always jadge a man’s 
patriotism by his conversation.” Jones: ‘* No, 
I suppose not.” “Take Brown, for instance ; 
would you call him a coward?” ‘‘ Well, er—I 
might, if I was sure he wouldn’t fight.” 

SALOONIST (to new bar-tender): “One rule of 
this house fg never to sell any more liquor toa 
man after he has -had enough.” Bar-tender : 
* How am I to know when he has had enough ?”’ 
Saloonist : ‘‘ As soon as his money gives out,” 

Sue: ' Doyou kuow that the average woman’s 
walet fs thirty inches round!” He: “ Yes; and 
isn’t it a peculiar coincidence that the average 
man’s arm {s thirty Inches longi” She: "I 
— believe that.” He then proved hie asser- 

2D, 

Huspanp (cynically): “Ab, women are all 
ailke, When I first asked you to marry me, 
what did you say? Why, you sald that you 
woulda’t marry the noblest man that ever 
—— Wife (quietly): “Well, I didn’t, 

ear,” 

"I UNDERSTAND there are some firms that 
always give ® young employé a rise when he 
marries,” she said, " Yes, it is strange fact,” 
replied the cynical bachelor, that there are 
some men so constituted that they enjoy 
encouraging other men to get into trouble.” 

Her Moruer: ‘For mercy’s sake, what are 
you crying about, Carrie?” Her Daughter: 
“Harry called me ‘dearest’ to-day.” Her 
Mother: ‘I’m sure that was nice.” Her 
Daughter: “If I am dearest somebody else 
caust be dear, If there Ie, it will surely break 
my heart.” 

“ Yzs,” said the sad-eyed man, “ my wife was 
the belle of Ipswich when I courted her, and I 
had rivals by the score.’ “But you succeeded 
io winning the prize?’ observed his listener. 
“TI don't know—I don’t know,” answered the 
other, a far-away look In his eyes; “but I 
raarried her,” 

“Ty Austria,” she sald, ‘' nearly all the barbers 
are women,” He looked up from his paper and 
shook his head doubtfally. "I wouldn’st like ft,” 
he sald ab last, ‘* Ive bad enough to have prize- 
ight news dinned into your ear when you're help- 
lesa, bat It would be inficitely worse to have to 
hear all about the latest fashfonr,” 





Mr. Goopre.iow (showing his wife around bis | 


counting house): ‘ And these are the day books!’ 
Mrs. Goodfellow: Yea? Now show me the night 
books!” Mr, Goodfellow (mystified): “ The 
night books!” Mrs, Goodfellow: '‘ Yes; those 
that you have to work over at night and that 
keep you down here until two o'clock In the 
morulng |” ‘ 

Mrs, Farmer WHIFFLETREE (sighing): ‘ Ouly 
think ! Josh Johnson has bin gofog with Sally 


Simpson for nigh fourteen years, an’ they hain’t | 


married yit.” Mrs, Farmer Swamproot (in- 
dignantly): “Yiss And Mister Josh Jobneon 
wants to be plaguey careful and git a move on 
him or she'll right up and jilt him. You can’s 
trifle much with them Simpson girls, let me te)! 
yew.’ 

A MERRY young Irishman, not lorg from the 
old country, Is employed as coachman by a 
suburban family. Recently, while enffering from 
& very severe cold, he made his appearance oue 
mornivg- with his hafr cut close to bis head. 
“Why, Dennfs,” sald his mistrees in shocked ac- 
cents, ‘‘ whatever possessed you to have your 
hair cut while you were suffering from a cold }” 
“Well, mum,” replied the unbashed Denals, ‘I 
do be takin’ notice this long while that whinever 
I have my hair cut I take a bad cowld, so I 
thought to mysilf that now, while I had the 
cowld on me, it would be the time of all vthers 
to go and get me halrentting done, for by that 
course I would save meself just one cowld. Do 
you see the power of me rasonin’, mum?” 


“Wrat tsa filrt?” asked the small boy. A 
| flirt,” replied the old bachelor, “fs a pretty 
| woman,” ‘But what kind of a pretty woman ? 
| persisted the small boy, ‘Any kind of a pretty 
| woman,” anawered the old bachelor. ‘* Well, 
| how pratty must she be?” the your ater lusisted, 
“Oh, pretty enough to have a chance to filrt,” 
returned the old bachelor, Irritebly. And still 
the boy was not sati-fied; but as he grows older 
| he will understand it better. ; 
Tae regiment was drawn up for church 
| parace at Malta, bot the church was being re- 
| palred and could nob accommodate them al? 
 Sergeant-major,” ordered the colonel, * tel] all 
| the men who don’t want to go to church to fail 
| out on the reverse flank.” A large nutcber 
| quickly and gladly availed themselves of the 
| privilege. ‘‘Now, sergeant-major,” said the 
| colonel, ‘diamiss all the men who did not fal! 
| out, and march the others off to church—they 
| want ib most,” 
Dorina a lesson ina medical college recently 
| one of the atudente, who was by no means a 
dullard, was asked by the professor: ' How 
| much fs a dose of ——” (giving the technical 
name of croton-ofl), ‘A teaspoonfal,” wae whe 
| ready reply. The professor made no comment; but 
| the student a quarter of an honr later realised 
| he had made a mistake, and straightwith eafd : 
" Professor, I want to change my answer to that 
| question.” “Jt’s too late, sir,” responded the 
| professor, looking at his watch ; ‘‘ your patlent’s 
| been dead fourteen minutes!” 
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SOCIETY. 


Queen WILHELMINA hae, 1b appears, a great 
taste for painting, and her present ambition fs to 
create a striklog battle scene on canvae. 

Patxce Henry of Prussia, who Is now on 
his way home from Chins, will arrive at Genoa 
on Febraary 5cb, and will then travel by train to 
Berlin, and Is expected to arrive ab Kiel on the 
10th of the month. 

Tae war will probably be responeible for the 
abandonment of the Qaeen’s projected vialt to 
Bordighera {a the spring. Of course, many 
things may bappen between now aad March, and 
Her Majesty’s medical advisers will no doubt 
atrongly urge that the visit shonld be made if 
possible. But, at the moment, there is consider- 
able doubt in regard to the matter. 

ALNostT all the great famflies have some strong 
persousl interest fn the war, The Dake and 
Dacheas of Baecleuch have a son and a son-in- 
law in the 10-h Huasarz. The Dake of Portland 
has a half-brother in the eame regiment, and one 
la ths 9ch Lancers. Viscount Orichton, eldest 
son of the Earl and Countess of Erne, has gone 
ob with Cvlonel Brokenhurst. The Marquls of 
Salisbury’s soldfer sou, Major Lord Edward 
Cecil, fa at Mafeking, 

Terr Dake and Dachess of Connanght have 
abandoned their projected trip to the South of 
Earope in consequence of the Duke's appolnt- 
ment to the Dablia command, The Qasen 
would have preferred the Dake to return to 
Aldershot for a time, as he could have worked 
that district from Bagshct, and the place will 
now be closed during his absence in Ireland. 
The Dake and Dachess will pay visits to the 
Queen aot Osborne and to the Prince and 
Princess of Wales ab Sandringham before going 
to Dubin, 

Tse Prince of Wales is to be formally Invited 
co visit Hall ia May nex, In order that he may 
cut the frat eod fn conuection with the Immense 
jolut-dock echeme of the North-Eastern and 
Hall and Barosley Railway Companies. 

Sryce the return of the Tsar and the Tvarltz: to 
Rassia there have beon several Imperial hunting 
parties in the forest round Gachina and Peterhof, 
and large bags have been obtained, including the 
Tynx and the elk, and deer, wolves, foxes and 
bears. The Emperor Nicholas cares very little 
about shooting, but his brother, the Grand Dake 
Michael, fs a keen sportsman and an excellent 
shot, There has also been a grand chasse on the 
estate of Duke Gaorge of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, 
near Oranlenbaum, which fs one of the best 
sporting domains fa the north part of Rassla, 

Rora tradition always makes the direct heirs 
to the Throne soldiers; and {b fs already 
announced that little Prince Elward of York {s 
to go into the Army. If the rule of our Royal 
House fs still followed in the Dake of York's 
family, the second boy, Prince Albert, should 
be a sallor, but as he fe only three years old 
his career may not be settled. Prince Edward, 
however, reached the mature age of five recently, 
aad his futare regiment has even been chosen— 
the 10th Hussars. 

Ty Vienus ft ts confidently stated that the 
young daughter of the late {l-fated Austrian 
Crown Prince Ia betrothed to Duke Robert of 
Wortemberg, The young princess will not be 
seventeen uutil September, Dake Robert has 
Uttle chance of coming to the throne to which 
his father ia the heir, because his elder brother 
is married to an Aurtrian Grand Dacheas and 

es several sons. He will, however, be rich 
through hfs mother, also an Austrian Grand 
Dachess, and his reputed bride-slect will be im- 
mensely wealthy, Tbe Royal House of Wartem- 
berg are Lutherans, but the Ducal line has 
always adhered steadfastly to the Roman Catholic 
faith, hence their marrylog into the Austrian 
Royal family. It ie sald that Archduchess E iza- 
beth will be married fa the spring, and that 
early in the summer her mother, Crown Princses 
Stephante, will renounce her Imperial Austrian 
rank and marry, as a Belgian P.iacess, Count 
von Lonyay. 





STATISTICS. 


Taere are 9,000 cells in a square foot of 
honeycombs. 

Asovt 7,009,000 of the population of the 
United States are of foreign birth. 

Tue cfficlal figure as to the consumption of 
coal in Great Britala Issp year Is 157,000,000 
tons. 

Princess Eva or Batrenserc, who celebrated 
her twelfth birthday at Balmoral recently, ts 
the first Royal child born In Scotland Im 300 
years. Charles S:uart was tho last before her. 





GEMS. 


Isperenpence, ike honour, fs a rocky Island 
without a beach, 

Few of us gain by the mistakes of. others, 
but he who fatie to profit by his own mistakes 
will soon be bankrapt in knowledge, 

Tact fa a gift; it fs likewlse a grace. Asa 
gift, is may or mey not have fallen to our 
share; as & grace, we are bound either to 
posaees or to acquire ft, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Cranet Jerims —Ingrediente: One plant of 
claret, swo glils of water, one gill of lemon juice, 
half an ounce of leaf gelatine, one Inch of cinna- 
mon, two cloves, the thinly-pared rind of half a 
lemon, two tablespoonfuls of red-currant jelly. 
Patali the lngrediente Into a clean, bright pan, 
bring them slowly to the boll, and then simmer 
for five minutes, See that your monld is per- 
fectly clean and free from all grease, then strain 
the contents of the pan Into it, and leave {t to 
set. 

Saspwicazs A Ya Rovate — Ingredients : 
Four boiled egge, four tablespoonfals of white 
sauce or cream, four tablespoonfuls of very finely 
chopped cooked chicken, two tablespoonfals of 
finely chopped haw, two tablespoonfuls of finely 
chopped olives, salt and cayenne. Cub thin 
slices of bread-and-butter. Rab the yolks of 
eggs quite smoothly with cream. Stir in the ham, 
chicken, and olives, Season well. Spread this 
mixture on the bread, and cut up foto rounds 
the size of the top of a claret-glass. Arrange 
neatly on o lace-paper with a sprig or two of 
paraley. 

Lemon Cuan, —~ Ingredients; Four ounces 
fresh batter, half a pound castor sugar, rind and 
juice of three lemons, three halfpenny sponge 
fingers, four eggs and two extra yolke. Be sure 
and use gocd fresh butter. Melt ft in a clean 
ename) saucepan, Then add the sugar, grated 
rind and strained juice of the lemons, and the 
sponge fingers made inte crumbs, either by sieving 
or gratlog. Boat the egge slightly together in o 
basin, then strain them Into the pan, and atir 
over a slow fire till the {ngredienta thicken and 
reserable honey. Do not let the mixture boil, 
Pour it into clean dry pote, Tie down and keep 
In cool dry cupboard till wanted, 

TREACLE Sroxor.—IJngredients: Half 9 pound 
of flour, half 2 teaspoonful of carbonate of eoda, 
three-quarters of an ounces of ground ginger, 
quarter of @ pound of enet, one gill of golden 
syrup or treacle, one gli! of milk, one egg. Sieve 
together the flour, soda, and ginger. Chop the 
suet very finely, and add ib tothe flour. Boat 
up the egg, and mix it into the milk and treacle. 
Now pour these quickly to the dry ingredients, 
and mix thoroughly, Pour the mixture into a 
well-greased basin, and cover the top with a piece 
of greased paper, Stand the basin [n a 
saucepan with bolling water to come only half- 
way cp [t, and steam the pudding for two hours, 
Then tarn {ft out carefully, and serve with sweet 
sauce, 





MISCELLANEOUS. 


Peasants In the South of France spend about 
aixpence a day for food for a family of five. 

Locks like those In ure to-day, which could 
only be opened by the knowledge of a certain 
combination of numbers, were known to the 
Chinese centuries ago. 


Tee onfon was worshipped by the ancient 
Egyptians. ‘Toe cauliflower fs a patricisn among 
vegetables, and was taken from ite Cyprus home 
in italy to Eagland in the refga of Etiz sbeth, 

Many birds have an instinctive presclercs of 
floods, aud will change the positions of their 
nesta or make other provielons for safety just 
before a heavy rainfall resulting in a flood which 
sweeps away their former homes. 

CLOVER SICKNESS, & common disease that often 
ruins clover-cropa, has caused Garman eclentists 
to make experiments, They say that farmers 
will.soon be able to inoculate their lands jast a: 
human beings may be treated. 

GREEN, sappy wood and green herbage are ex- 
cellent conductors of electricity, A tree fa 
shattered by lightning only when the discharge 
reaches the naked trunk or branches, which are 
poorer conductore, 

One tropical and sub-tropical variety of eea- 
weed is known which, when ib reaches its full 
development, is at least 600 feet in length. 
Seaweed recefves its nourlshment from the afr 
and mineral matter held in solution in the sea- 
water. 


A REMAREABLE bird fonnd in Mexico fs tie 
bee-martin, which has a trick of ruffling up the 
feathers on the top of {ts head {nto the exact 
semblance of a beautifal flower, When s bee 
comes along to slp honey from the supposed 
flower, {t is snapped up by the bird, 

THE largest city in the world fs London, which 
has a population equalling the combined popula- 
tions of Paris, Barlin, Ss. Petersburg, and Rome. 
Ite etreete, placed in a row, would reach round 
the world, leaving a bib over long enough to 
reach from London to San Franeleco. 

THz poppy hae been found to have the valuable 
property of binding with {ts roots the soll in 
which it grows ia euch a manner that i will 

rove most valuable In supporting embankments. 
n France, railway embankments are frequently 
sown with poppies, 

Opat-mminG fa one of the latest Australian 
mineral industries. The principal opal- mining 
centre is White Ciiffé, where the gem has been 
found in highly payable quantities and of the 
richest quality, within » radiua of ten miles, and 
a population of 1,500, or thereabouts, fs settled 
there, ; 

Ir fs not generally known that oll or fat, which 
fs an Important ingredient in the food of the 
Esquimaux, to support the animal heat, is 
equally essential, for s different purpose, for the 
native races of the Tropics, Ib supplies an ofly 
secretion in the perspiration necessary for the pro- 
tection of the akin from strong sunlight aud heat, 

Tse Japanese always bury their dead with 
the bead to the north, and for this resson no 
Japanese will sleep with his head in that posi- 
tion, Many private houses and hotels have s 
diagram of the points of the compass pasted 
on the bedroom ceiling for the convenience of 
gueste, 

Norway has a law dealiag with cremation. 
According to the Act, every person over fifteen 
years of age can be cremated after death if he or 
she bas made @ declaration in the presence of 
two witnesses. For those under fifteen a ds- 
claration on the part of the parents fs neces- 
sary. 

Tur ordinary grey-brown rabbit is almost us- 
distinguishable to a field of bracken, stubble, or 
dry graes so long as Ib sits still; but directly fc 
begins to run towards Its burrow, {t fe betrayed 
by the white patch on its tall. This white pateb, 
which at first seems Ike a fallare of adaptation, 
hag {ty special function: it acte as a danger- 
elgnal to the young rabbite, and directs them 
which way to escape the threatened danger. 
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ROTICES TO.CORRESPONDENTS. 


Anxious.—You were quite right in leaving two cards. 

B. P.—The cost of a will depends entirely upon ite 
length. 

Brack Totir.~—Do not know of a lady‘s club such as 
you desire. 


Bans.—Barbara is of Latin descent. The first Barbara 
was a foreigner or stranger, 


Braoie—Spray both the bird and the csgs with a 
solution of alum and water. 


Pat.—Patrick came to Ireland through the Latin, and 
algnifies a patrician or nobleman. 

Auntir —Before he can obtain academical distinction, 
examinations must be undergone. 


Rocrr.—Register at Stationers’ Hall, EC, Publica- 
tion is neceseary to complete protection. 


Potity.—The I4th day of July, 1876, fell on Friday, 
and the 30th of November, 1878, on Saturday. 


8. @.—ThejGerman Emperor is honorary colonel of 


the Scots Greys, and so aleo is the Tsar cf Russia. 
IcworaNog,—A royal finsh is the ace, king, queen, 

— ten spot of any one suit. It is an invincible 
an! 


p ne 1x.—Must be ee an) Saee. the — with 
ine glasspapsr. This should e over top, 
and then repolished. . 


Worritp Rose.—You certainly should not allow the 
gentleman to stay te. Your mother ts the proper 
person to speak to him about it. 


Por pe Orecie.—From the seventh‘to the fonrteenth 
centuries the New Year began at Christmas. The year 
war — to commence on January lst for the frat time 
in 1703 

TELLA.—Dried orange-peel allowed to smoulder on a 
piece of red hot fron or an old shovel will kili any had 
odour In existence, and leave a fragrant one behind 
instead. 


Nervous Scrror.—There is no determined time for a 
suitor to declare himself: a gen generally offers 

fs hand when he belleves it most certain of being 
accepted, 

4 Norwaxcs.—For creaky boots, soak the soles of the 
boote thoroughly with warm water, and while wet 
apply a liberal coating of oll or grease, and allow It to 
dry into the sole’s slowly. 


Pansy.— Fill the tins with cold water, to which half 
a teaspoonful of carbonate of soda has been ad Put 
on rather a cold part of the stove, and let heat till the 
water boils, and the tins will be quite easy to clean. 


Wornizp Hostess.—You must use your own judg- 
ment in such a matter. It isnot wise to introduce 
people indiscriminately to each other without reflect- 
ing whether the introduction will be agreeable to both 
parties, 

Omprartra.—The best method of cleaning silver is 
to moisten some finely powdered whiting with spirits 
of hartshorn, rab it on ativer, let it ary, then rub 
< with a soft cloth and polish with a piece of 
eather. 


Tonrir.—-Holding the face over steaming water, then 
rubbing with towel, afterwards applying spirits to the 
face, removes the black beads temporarily: the real 
cure, however, must be sought in regulation of the 
digestive system. 

Ranete.~The Dead Sea ects its name from the 
common belief that no living thing can exist in its 
waters, but there are those who say that such Is not the 
cave, and that fish have been /seen below the surface, 
lta waters are intensely salt. 

Parvo.ity.—Tell the young lady that s change bas 
come over your feelings, and that it would be imposeible 
to love her as « husband should. Even though she 
loves you, it is hardly possible she would care to wed 
one who did not love her truly. 


Lemow-Lover =A lemon-equeezer is the simplest 
thing with which toextract the |Jufce. First peel, and 
then cut into rather thick slices. The jaice extracted 
in this way and rubbed on the face after a bicycle ride 
cools the okin most delighfully. 


Steaxces.—A forel must be five years resident in 
this yw A before he can spply for naturalisation 
papers re pe: pame ——= the roll of ts he 
enjoys terval, however, [ev van 
accorded to native-born citizens. cg nal 

Borrerrty.—French “paste” from which artificial 
diamonds sre made is composed of a mixture of glass 
sud oxide of tin. The ingredients are melted together, 
moulded into shape and cut into f. , like genuine 
diamonds, only with much lees labour. 


AMATEUR.—Take four ounces good white soap and 
cteesive it » four — — water. st : , Se 
eathers, an m throng’ 8 
under the sude tif all dirt rH removed. Rinse in clean 
ot water, and shake dry, elther in the sun or before a 


Ovp Reaper.—It should be rubbed with a cloth 
iron’ tn French polish which has the effect of harden- 
ing the surface. Should {t simply require cleaning, all 
that is necessary is rubbing with a little beeswax 
ited fm turpentine, and a polishing with a soft 





Apiest-Mixprp.—Rusela paid no indemnity to Britain 
after the Crimean war; no part of British territory wes 
invaded by Rusala ; the war was fought throughout on 
Turkish soll, and Kussia made amends to the Sultan by 
giving up an important district of country known aa 
the Danubian Principelities held by her then. 


Joxex.—It is never advisable to play practical jokes 
on people whom you know very slightly. Some persons 
have a great objection to them, and very often what is 
only intended as a ptece of fin leade to serious offence. 
Besides, such a form of arnusement is not only childieh, 
but frequently vulgar. 


Tasriz.—Warm a quantity of new bran In a pan, 
taking care that it does not burn, to prevent which it 
must be briskly stirred. When well warmed, rub it 
thoroughly into the fur with the hand. Repeat this« 
two or three times; then shake the fur, and give it 
another sharp brushing until free from dust. 


W. G.—It the Jady retains the photograpb, courtesy 
requires that she should acknowledge receipt of it, and 
prudence demands that in the acknowledgment the 
condition of acceptance should be made platn—that 

to say, she takea it as given, mereiy as a token of 
reepect. 

Oxg 1s Dover.—No man should marry unless able to 
maintaifi his wife at least comfortably. You and the 
young woman can afford to wait for threo or four years, 
and, although we do not approve of long engagements, 
we should say have a perfect understanding with her 
parents, asking their consent to the courtship. 


Yanken.—Take three cups of sugar, one cup of butter, 
beaten to a cream ; yolks of five well-beaten eggs, 
one cup of sweet milx, one teaspoonful of soda, the 

ted rind of a lercon ; add the whites of the eggs 

ten, and lemon-juice afterwards; sift as lightly as 
possible four and oue-half cups of four, Bake in an 
oblong pan and cut in squares. 


IN DAYS TO COME. 


Is 1 to come we plan g10d deeds, 
And lose the gclden Now ; 
In days to come we mean to z0w, 
But we forget the vow ; 
la days to come ! 


In days to come we think we see 
A harvest rich and rare ; 
Ia days to come we iain would reap, 
Bat no ripe grain is there ; 
In days to come ! 


In days to come we dream fond dreams, 
And think them real and troe ; 
In days to come they melt away 
Swift as the morning dew ; 
In days to come ! 


In days to come wa treasures heap, 
A store for many years ; 
In days to come they vanish ali 
And leave us only tears ; 
In days to coms! 


And set, in days to come, there is 
“ A house not made with hands,” 

In which, in days to come, we shall 
Weave Lifes unwoven strands, 


Brammnean. —Before froning collars and cuffs, or other 

articles, rub your iron over with a bit of wax 

candle tied in a piece of clean muslin. Always, if 

possible, fron coarse articles—such as towele—before 

the starched things, as no matter how clean they are 

kept, the trons wil work better after being use, a 
short time. 


Hoou --The public hangman has no salary; he is 
paid by the job; the only exception to this arrange- 
ment is as regards London, where the sheriffs pay bim 
&@ written fee which gives them the right to firet call 
upon his services in event of two executions being fixed 
in different parts of the country for same day, one of 
these in London. 


Garrisc Axxtovs.—If the young man has been corre- 
sponding with you in an affectionate manner for two 
years, and has given you a ring, requesting that you 
wear it on the engagement finger, you have a right to 
think that he intends to marry. you. But he should 
make a positive proposal of marriage. Your mother or 
father might speak to him on the subject. 


8. G. 8.—BSuch outward show is not now so much a 
matter of custom as of a ‘a own individual feeling. 
People are more sensible in such matters nowadays, 
and do not tle themselves down to any rules or regula- 
tions. If you fee) you are sufficiently recovered from 

our sorrow as to enjoy such festivities as balls, &»., it 

surely time you your mourning ents aside 
al . Besides, even for convention's sake, you 
have worn mouraing quite long enough. 


Tommy's Darttxc.—-All battles in modern warfare 
begin with an artillery duel ; this at Waterloo lasted for 
about an hour before any movement was made by either 
infantry or cavalry; in the Franco. there 
was @ good deal of f at close quarters, because 
the rifles then fn use, agreat improvement upon 
the weapons with which the French troops fought in 
the Crimea, were far from being either as precise or 
poworful as the rifles of to-day ; still, the bulk of the 
slaughter was accomplished by distant rifle fire, 





Provo Morter.—Let bim take bis own time abou® 
learniog to crawi and walk. Instinct will tell him 
when his little legs are strong enough for their work, 
and if he errs in the matter it_is more likely it wil? 
be from trying them too acon than too late. Bowec 
legs are one of the evils which arise from vsing the legs 
too early. 

Dorcrver.— First rub them with lemon-juice, then 
with a rather soft paste made of lemon-juice and 
whitentog. Lot this paste dry on, and when perfectly 
dry wipe off with a soft cloth, Bes careful that none of 
the mixture gets between the keys This treatment 
removes that yellow tinge that piano keys, unless 
properly cared for, are apt t> cet. When not in use e 
piano should alwaya be kept < losed, 

Srimster.—It is entirely a matter opinion as to 
whether such a practice is a proper ene cr not, But op 
the principle that there shovld be no secreta hetwoen 
husband and wife, there should be no rvavon against a 
husband opesing his wife's correspondence, or vire 
versa, Where, however, there is dissension in the 
roatter, the more dignified course would be to let cach 
other's correspondence alone unless invited to read it 

A Foousa Lass.—The quarrel seems to have arisen 
out of such an abeurd {rifle that it is impoesible to con- 
celve that it bas really grown to such serious dimensiones 
ag you describe, Surely'a fow words of explanattor 
from you would put matters right. If you are fooliet 
enough to let your pride stand in the way of a thorough 
understanding, then you can only blame yourself if a 
really serious rupture takes place. 


TrovereD Moiner.--It ta not essential for a lad of 
seventeen to obtain his parents’ consent to enlisting in 
the army, because he is then over the age at which he 
could be accepted as a boy, end under the age of accept 
ance as @ man ; if he enlfate at all it must be by declaring 
that he fs efghteen years of age; should he look dike 
that the authorities will not at present release him on 
his real sge becoming known, 


Barron.—We are not aware of free passages being 
granted to any British colony at present, but you can 
ascertain definitely by writing to Government Emi 
grants’ Information Office, 21, Broadway, Westminster 
London, 8.W., on the subject ; Australia, we may potnt 
out, is not, as you suppose, one colony, but six, and we 
doubt if any of them are at present inviting agricul- 
turiets ; New Zealand would be a far more likely place 
for cue in your circumstances, 

A Marrvr vo Nervovswresy.—Nervousuess, in young 
‘women especially, is as often as not a mere matter of 
manner. You should watch what othera do and say in 
similar cases, and copy their ways and words; abovo 
all, try to cultivate the habit of tsking time to think: 
before: saying anything st all. If you are a atay at 
home the aversion from mixing among people should 
be overcome. Go ont into soolety more and you wil? 
become familar with the subjects people talk about and’ 
discuss, and be ablo after a little to talk about them 
yourself; you will get rid of the ehy, awkward iceling 
of being always alone, and feel eager for companionship 
instead of dreading it. 


Batry.—Half pound flour, one ounce of butter, two 
ounces lerd, half teaspoonfnl baking powder ; put al? 
on a bakeboard and chop up the butter and lard with o 
knife among the four into pleces tke a nut; make iv 
into a firm paste with cold water ; roll this out into e 
long piece; fold it in three even pieces, turn ft halt 
round, and roll again; fold in three, turn round, anc 
roll once more, this last time make ft. into.quite 9 thin 
plece, and with a round cutter cut it out into rounds 
for your mince pies; grease some patty pang, and put 
one round on your pan; fii] it with the minco meat, 
wet the edges, and put another round on the top, 
making a hole in the top; brush with egg and dust with 
sugar, and put it in the oven for half an . 


In 4 Fix.--Nothing but an honest confession of your 
mistake will avail you now. Your conduct has certainly 
been far from honourable so far, aud every day that 
you allow euch a state of sfairs to go on makes it the 
more contemptible. Yon have certatnly got yourself Im 
a fix, and can scarcely get ont of it without some humilia- 
tion, But that is a very email part of the mischief you 
have done if you have really won the affection of the 
unfortunate yourg lady. You donot seem to realise 
that it must mean something more than alitile humilia- 
tion for her, though, if she fa a eenaible gir] she wil] not 
allow herself to grieve for lon at the loss of{one #0 weak 
aud vacilisting in his affections, nor eavy the woman 
who has succeeded her. She should, indeed, consider 
herself lucky to be free. 








Tux Lowpow Reaver can be sont to any part of the 
world, poet-free, Three-halfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One Shilling and Eightpence. The yearly subscription 
for the Monthly Part, including om Part, is 
Eight Shillings and Eighpence, post-free. 


Aut Back Nvuswerns, Parnrs and VoLtvmss are in 
print, and may be had of any Booksellers, : 


NOTICE.—-Double Part 466 is Now Ready, pricu 
Sixpence, post free Eightpence, Also Vol. LAXILL., 
bound in cloth, 4s, 6d. 


Tar INDEX to Vou. LXXTIT. Is now Ready ; Price 
One Penny, post-free, Three-Halfpence. 
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THE 


Wuen the burglar has the best of you and says, 
ina thrilling whisper, ‘‘ Now, don’t you stir a peg. 


Here is a lady who was quite as much afraid 
of a plate of roast meat, with the vegetables 
that go with it, as she would have been of the 
fellow with a mask on his face and a pistol in his 
hand. 

“ T was so afraid of my meals,” she says, “that 
rather than eat, I consented to starve—or some- 
thing very near it. 
habitually from headache and indigestion. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
4 


For very many years I suffered | 
I felt | 


BURGLARS 


| 


The moment you lift a foot or finger I'll send 
a bulle® through your head—see? Meanwhile 
my pal will find what there is in the house, worth 
the trouble of artists of our ability and reputa- 
tion. 

In that situation you remain quiet; not | 
because you like the burglar’s errand, but 
.because you are convinced by his style of | 
reasoning. 


heavy and languid—not the fatigue that follows | 


work, but a kind of exhaustion which seems to 
come from a breakdown of the sources of strength 
within the body, as nearly as I can express the 
idea. 

“‘ My appetite—if one means by that a longing 
for one’s victuals and enjoyment of them at the 


proper times—zha¢ was clean gone. I ate a bit 


now and then because nobody can live without | 


But it hurt me so, it gave me such | do before the complaint came upon me. 


misery and distress in the stomach and chest that | 


eating. 


I avoided eating as much as ever | could and not 
actually starve. 

“1 was much troubled with flatulence and con- 
tinually belching wind, which had a nasty sicken- 
ing taste. I got low and depressed in mind, and 
so weak that I was not fit for any work. To 
make a short story of it, I went on for years in 
this way—now feeling a little better and then bad 
as ever, but never well. 


nothing did me any real good until [ acted on 


Mr. Fuller's advice and began taking Mother | would.save them many a spell of illness and 


It soon relieved me and I ate | many a pound of hard-earned money they cannot 


Seigel’s Syrup. 
with a relish. In afew weeks I was well as ever 
and have not had any return of my complaint 


since. I believe if everyone would make it a 


| health failed me. 





ARGUMENT. 


house and take a dose—about half a teaspoonful 
two or three times a week—they would never 
have indigestion or dyspepsia as long as they lived 
—no matter what they ate or what kind of work 
they did.”—-Mrs. Sarah Melton, The Bakery, 


| Pakenham, near Bury St. Edmunds, April 26, 


1899. 

“In the April of 1886,” says another, “my 
At first I felt languid, weak 
My appetite forsook me, and after 
eating ever so small a quantity J had distress in 
the stomach and pain at the chest—a sensation as 
if the food had lodged there, as, of course, it had 
not. 

“ T rested badly at night, and during the day I 
was so exhausted as scarcely to be able to get 
about. As month after month passed by I got 
weaker and weaker. I took all kinds of medi- 
cines, but none of them seemed to do me any 
good. 

“My husband then heard of Mother Seigel’s 
Syrup, and said he thought I might do well to try 
it. I was not of his mind, for I could see no reason 
why it should help me when so many other things 


and weary. 


'had turned out to be no better than so much 


sweetened water. However, to please him, I 
sent for a bottle of Mother Seigel’s, and in a few 
days I felt much better. 

“T felt all right after eating, just as I used to 
Perhaps 
I had used two or three bottles of the Syrup 


| altogether when I was strong and able to do my 


housework once more. From this it will hardly 
be necessary for me to say how greatly I admire 
this remedy, or how much confidence I have in 
it. So far as I know there is nothing else in the 
world so good for dyspepsia and the ailments 


| that go along with it. 


‘All women especially, who are so apt to have 


_ indigestion and nervous. troubles, ought to know 


“ T saw doctors and used many medicines, but | about Mother Seigel’s Syrup and have a bottle 


where they can lay hands on it any day. It 


afford to spare—particularly for things that are 


| no use after they are bought.”—Mrs. Amelia 


Bonner, Nayland Road, Bures St. Mary, Suffolk, 


custom to keepa bottle of Mother Seigel’s in the | April 29, 1899. 
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